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jrusselsj Uiou ^vi far behind, 
Though, Ihigoring on the morn- 
ing wind, 
We yet may hear tKe hotir 
PeaPd over orchard and canal, 
With voice prolonged and mea- 
sured fall, [tower ; 
From proud St. MicUav:v^ 
)d^ dark Soignies, holds us wow , 
c tail beeches' glossy boug^x 
^-^/^r a /ca-uc around, 



2 FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

With birch and darksome oak between, 
Spreads deep and far a pathless screen, 

Of tangled forest ground. 
Stems planted close by stems defy 
The adventurous foot — the curious eye 

For access seeks in vain ; 
And the brown tapestry of leaves, 
Strew'd on the blighted ground, receives 

Nor sun, nor air, nor rain. 
No opening glade dawns on our way, 
No streamlet, glancing to the ray. 

Our woodland path has cross'd ; 
And the straight causeway which we tread, 
Prolongs a line of dull arcade. 
Unvarying through the unvaried shade 

Until in distance lost. 

tii. 
BRIGHTER, livelier scene succeeds ; 
In groups the scattering wood recedes, 
Hedge-rows, and huts, and sunny meads, 
And corn-fields glance between ; 
jTjf'' P'^'^^^nt, at his labour blithe, 

^^■^ thehook'd staff and shortened scylYve-.— ^ 




FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

But when these ears were green, 
Placed close within destruction's scope, 
Full little was that rustic's hope 

Their ripening to have seen ! 
And, lo, a hamlet and its fane : — 
Let not the gazer with disdain 

Their architecture view ; 
For yonder rude ungraceful shrine, 
And disproportion'd spire, are thine, 

immortal Waterloo ! 
III. 

tEAR not the heat, though full and high 
The sun has scorched the autumn sky, 
And scarce a forest straggler now 
To shade us spreads a greenwood bough ; 
These fields have seen a hotter day 
Than e'er was fired by sunny ray. 
Yet one mile on — yon shatter'd hedge 
Crests the soft hill whose long smooth ridge, 

Looks on the field below. 
And sinks so gently on the dale, 
That not the folds of Beauty's \e.\\, 

In easier curves cau iVow. 



4 FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

Brief space from thence, the ground again 
Ascending slowly from the plain, 

Forms an opposing screen, 
Which, with its crest of upland ground, 
Shuts the horizon all around. 

The soften'd vale between 
Slopes smooth and fair for courser's tread ; 
Not the most timid maid need dread 
To give her snow-white palfrey head 

On that wide stubble-ground ; 
Nor wood, nor tree, nor bush, are there. 
Her course to intercept or scare, 

Nor fosse nor fence are found. 
Save where, from out her shatter'd bowers. 
Rise Hougomont's dismantled towers. 

IV. 

rt^ OW, see'st thou aught in this lone scene 
'•^ Can tell of that which late hath been.? — 

A stranger might reply, 
** The bare extent of stubble-plain 
Seems lately lightened of its grain ; 
^ind yonder sahle tracks remain 
"""^^'^'s or t/ic peasant's ponderous warn, 



FIELD OF WATERLOO. 5 

When harvest-home was nigh. 
On these broad spots of trampled ground, 
Perchance the rustics danced such round 

As Teniers loved to draw ; 
And where the earth seems scorch'd by 

flame, 
To dress the homely feast they came, 
And toil'd the kerchief d village dame 

Around her fire of straw." 
v. 
^gO deem'st thou — so each mortal deems, 
*^ Of that which is from that which 
seems : — 

But other harvest here, 
Than that which peasant's scythe demands, 
Was gathered in by sterner hands. 

With bayonet, blade, and spear. 
No vulgar crop was theirs to reap, 
No stinted harvest thin and cheap ! 
Heroes before each fatal sweep 

Fell thick as ripen'd grain ; 
And ere the darkening of the d2L^, 
Piled high as autumn shocks, xYi^x^^eoi 
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FIELD Of WATCRiOO. 

Oa tliesc scorch 'd fields were known * 
iDeatli hovcr'd oVr the maddctiing ro«t» 
(And, in the thrilling batUc-shom, 
ent for the bloody banquet ottt 
A summons of h^a owiIh. 
'Through rolling simike the D^moa"^ eye 
I Could well each destined guest espj% 
Well could his eAr in ecstacy 

DistiDguisb every tone 
That fill'd the chorus of the fray— 
From caanon-roar and trumpet -bray, 
From charging squadrons* wild hitrra, 
From the wild cUng that mark*d their way, - 

Down to the dying groaii, 
And the List sob of lifers dccay^ 
When breath was all but Qown, 

VIII 



VIII. 

[east on, stern foe of mortal life, 
"^ Feast on !— but think not that a strife, 
With such promiscuous carnage rife, 

Protracted space may last ; 
Tbe deadly tug of war at lencrth 
Must lunits find in human sUerxgl\^. 



8 FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

And cease when these are past. 
Vain hope ! — that morn's overclouded sun 
Heard the wild shout of fight begun 

Ere he attained his height, 
And through the war-smoke, volumed high. 
Still peals that unremitted cry, 

Though now he stoops to night. 
For ten long hotirs of doubt and dread, 
Fresh succours from the extended head 
Of either hill the contest fed ; 

Still down the slope they drew. 
The charge of columns paused not, 
Nor ceased the storm of shell and shot ; 

For all that war could do 
Of skill and force was proved that day. 
And tum'd not yet the doubtful fray 

On bloody Waterloo. 

IX. 

fALE Brussels ! then what thoughts were 
thine,t 
'^ When ceaseless from the distant line 
Continued thunders came ! 
^'Sc/^ burgher held his breath, to hear 



t ghastly sights were thine to meet, 
1 rolling through thy stately street, 
wounded showed their mangled plight 
ken of the unfinished fight, 
from each anguish-laden wain 
blood-drops laid thy dust like rain I 
often in the distant drum 
d'st thou the fell invader come, 
e ruiU; shouting to his band, 
k high her torch and gory brand ! — 
r thee, fair City ! From yon stand 
Ltient, still his outstretched hand 
Points to his prey in vain, 
e maddening in his eager mood, 
all unwont to be withstood. 
He fires the fight again. 

X. 

In ! On !" was still his stern exclaim ; 
" "Confront the battery's jaws of flame ! 
Rush on the levelled gutv \ ^ 
teel'Clad cuirassiers, advance \ 
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lO FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

Each Hulan forward with his lance, 

My Guard — my chosen — charge for France 

France and Napoleon ! " 
Loud answered their acclaiming shout, 
Greeting the mandate which sent out 
Their bravest and their best to dare 
The fate their leader shunn'd to share.t 
But He, his country's sword and shield, 
Still in the battle-front revealed. 
Where danger fiercest swept the field. 

Came like a beam of light, 
In action prompt, in sentence brief— 
'* Soldiers, stand firm ! " exclaimed the Chie 

^ England shall teU the fight I ''t 

XI. 

f4K|N came the whirlwind — like the last 
'^ But fiercest sweep of tempest-blast — 
On came the whirlwind — steel-gleams broke 
Like lightning through the rolling smoke ; 

The war was waked anew, 
Three hundred cannon-mouths roar'd loud, 
^Z7t/ from their throats, with ftash axi 




V.0 or w.TE«uoo. 

I hurrying -^^''J^;^,fl,vv. 
Tbecotorts^S^^^^^ strong. 

V ^h heart v.crcl»'t 

II ^,e terrors o^^^^^^,,,icVd 

CV^-seditsP"^*^ footstep sta.d 

Nor was one f°r^ ^ ^he dead. 
Asdropp'd^^^^fvvetV^utvderstear 
Fast as their rat^sttv^^ried square, 

^-^*t:::S^eaandthesVa^ 



12 FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

Emerging from the smoke they see 
Helmet, and plume, and panoply, — 

Then waked their fire at once ! 
Each musketeer's revolving knell, 
As fast, as regularly fell, 
As when they practise to display 
Their discipline on festal day. 

Then down went helm and lance, 
Down were the eagle banners sent, 
Down reeling steeds and riders went, 
Corslets were pierced, and pennons rent ; 

And, to augment the fray, 
WheePd full against their staggering flanks. 
The English horsemen's foaming ranks 

Forced their resistless way. 
Then to the musket-knell succeeds 
The clash of swords — the neigh of steeds— 
As plies the smith his clanging trade, 
Against the cuirass rang the blade ; t 
And while amid their close array 
The well -served cannon rent their way, 
ylnd while amid their scattered band 
^^'-^S^cd the fierce rider's bloody braud, 
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t in common rout and fear, 
and guard and cuirassier, 
ten and foot,--a mingled host 
aders fallen, their standards lost- 

Xllh 

N, Wellington i thy piercing eye 
is crisis caught of destiny — 
e British host liad stood 
orn Against charge of sword and lance 
' own ocean-rocks hold stance, 
;n thy ;oice had said, ** Advance i " 
ey were their ocean- s flood. — 
whose inauspicious aim 
rought thy Iiost this liQur of shame, 
t thou thy broken bands will bide 
rors of yon rushing tide ? 
thy chosen brook to feel 
itish shock of levelPd steel,t 
dost thou turn thine eye 
coming squadrons gleam afar, 
sher thunders wake the war, 
i other standards fly ? — 
\ot that in yon columns, fiVe 
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Thy conquering troops from distant Dyl 

Is Blucher yet unknown ? 
Or dwells not in thy memory still, 
(Heard frequent in thine hour of ill,) 
What notes of hate and vengeance thrill 

In Prussia's trumpet tone ? — 
What yet remains ?— shall it be thine 
To head the relics of thy line 

In one dread effort more ?— 
The Roman lore thy leisure loved, 
And thou canst tell what fortune proved 

That Chieftain, who, of yore. 
Ambition's dizzy paths essay'd, 
And with the gladiators' aid 

For empire enterprised — 
He stood the cast his rashness play 'd, 
Left not the victims he had made. 
Dug his red grave with his own blade. 
And on the field he lost was laid, 

Abhorr'd — but not despised. 

XIV. 

^ L/T j'f revolves thy fainter thought. 
Oj2 safety— howsoever bought,— 



f 
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That, swelled by winter storm iind shower. 
Rolls down in turbulence of power, 

A torrent fierce and wide ; 
*Rcft of these aids, a rill obscure. 
Shrinking unnoticed, mean and poor. 

Whose channel shows display'd 
The wrecks of its impetuous course, 
r>ut not one sympton of the force 

hy which these wrecks were made I 

XV. 

'rUM on thy way I- since now \\\\\\v: v vN 
nas brook'd thy vetcraiW \vvs\\ VoV 
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i6 FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

Who, as thy flight they eyed, 
Exclaimed, — while tears of anguish came. 
Wrung forth by pride, and rage, and shame,- 

'* O, that he had but died ! '' 
But yet, to sum this hour of ill, 
Look, ere thou leavest the fatal hill. 

Back on yon broken ranks— 
Upon whose wild confusion gleams 
The moon, as on the troubled streams 

When rivers break their banks. 
And, to the ruin'd peasant's eye, 
Objects half seen roll swiftly by, 

Down the dread current hurPd — 
So mingle banner, wain, and gun. 
Where the tumultuous flight rolls on 
Of warriors, who, when mom begun. 

Defied a banded world. 

XVI. 

fIST — frequent to the hurrying rout, 
The stern pursuers' vengeful shout 
Tells, that upon their broken rear 
/^3£res the Prussian's bloody spear. 
So fell a shriek was none, 
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When Beresina's icy flood 
Redden'd and thawed with flame and blood, 
And, pressing on thy desperate way, 
Raised oft and long their wild hurra, 

The children of the Don. 
Thine ear no yell of horror cleft 
So ominous, when, all bereft 
Of aid, the valiant Polack left — 
Ay, left by thee— found soldier's grave 
In Leipsic's corpse-encumber'd wave. 
Fate, in those various perils past, 
lleserved thee still some future cast ; 
On the dread die thou now hast thrown, 
Hangs not a single field alone. 
Nor one campaign— thy martial fame, 
Thy empire, dynasty, and name, 

Have felt the final stroke ; 
And now, o*er thy devoted head 
The last stem vial's wrath is shed. 

The last dread seal is broke. 

XVII. 

!™INCE live thou wilt — refuse not t^c>\\ 
^ Before these demagogues to \iONv , 
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\- 

\ Late objects of thy scorn and hate, 

i Who shall thy once imperial fate 

i Make wordy theme of vain debate. — 

i Or shall we say, thou stoop'st less low 

I ' In seeking refuge from the foe, 

! Against whose heart, in prosperous life, 

Thine hand hath ever held the knife ? 

Such homage hath been paid 
By Roman and by Grecian voice. 
And there were honour in the choice, 

If it were freely made. 
Then safely come — in one so low, — 
So lost, — we cannot own a foe ; 
Though dear experience bid us end, 
In thee we ne'er can hail a friend.— 
Come, howsoe'er — but do not hide 
Close in thy heart that germ of pride, 
Erewhile, by gifted bard espied, 
That " yet imperial hope ; " 
Think not that for a fresh rebound, 
U To raise ambition from the ground, 

IVe yield thee means or scope. 
k ^^ safety come—but ne'er again 
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FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

Hold type^ of independent rci^n ; 

No islet calls thee lord, 
We leave tliee no confedcrnte band. 
No sjTiibol of thy lost command. 
To be a dagger in the hand 

From which wc wrenched tlie swoi'tl 
xvur, 

fET, even in yon sequester'd spot, 
May worthier conquest be thy lot 

Than yet thy life has known ; 
Conquest, \inbonght by blood or harm. 
That needs nor foreign aid nor arm, 

A triumph all thine own. 
Such waits thee when thou shalt control 
Those passions wi!d^ that stubborn soul, 

That marr'd thy proaperous scene :— 
Hear this — from no unmoved heart. 
Which sighs J comparing what thou a in 

With what thou might'st havt: i:i i.x ! 

XTX, 

fHOUj too, whose deeds of fame lenow'd 
Bankrupt a natioji^s gratitude, 
To thine own noble heart must owe 
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More than the meed she can bestow. 
For not a people's just acclaim, 
Not the full hail of Europe's fame, 
Thy Prince's smiles, thy State's decree. 
The ducal rank, the garter'd knee. 
Not these such pure delight afford 
As that, when, hanging up thy sword. 
Well ma/st thou think, " This honest steel 
Was ever drawn for public weal ; 
And, such was rightful Heaven's decree, 
Ne'er sheathed unless with victory I " 

XX. 

fOOK forth, once more, with soften 
heart. 
Ere from the field of fame we part ; 
Triumph and sorrow border near, 
And joy oft melts into a tear. 
Alas ! what links of love that morn 
Has War's rude hand asunder torn ! 
^or ne'er was field so sternly fought, 
And ne'er was conquest dearer bought. 
^^^^ piled in common slaughter sleep 
^^^ fyiiojn affection long shall wcev •• 



.e rests the sire, that ne'er shall straia 
.vs orphans to his heart again ; 
The son, whom, on his native shore, 
' The parent's \ oice shall blcsa no more ; 
The bridc^oom, who has hartUy pressed 
His blush bg consort to his breast ; 
The husband J whom through many a year 
Long love and mutual faiih tndear. 
Thou canst not name one tender tic, 
But here dissolved its relics Ik I 
O ! when tboit sec'st some moumer^s veil 
Shroud her thin fomi and vtsagc pale. 
Or mark's t the Matron's bursting tears 
Stream when the stricken drum she hears ; 
Or see^st how nianlier grief, supprcss'^Jj 
Is labouring in a father's breast,— 
With no inquiry vain pursue 
The cause, but think of Waterloo I 

XXI.' 

fERIOD of honour as of woes, 
What bright careers 'twas vV\v\^ Vn 
close ! — 
Marked on thy roll of Mood what n^mcs 
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To Britain's memory, and to Fame's, 
Laid there their last immortal claims ! 
Thou saw'st in seas of gore expire 
Redoubted Picton's soul of fire — 
Saw'st in the mingled carnage lie 
All that of PONSONBY could die— 
De Lancy change love's bridal- wreath, 
For laurels from the hand of death — 
Saw'st gallant Miller's failing eye 
Still bent were Albion's banners fly, 
And Cameron, in the shock of steel, 
Die like the offspring of Lochiel ; 
And generous GORDON, 'mid the strife, 
. Fall while he watch'd his leader's life. — 

\ Ah ! though her guardian angel's shield 

Fenced Britain's hero through the field, 
Fate not the less her power made known, 
Through his friends' hearts to pierce hi 
own ! 

XXllI. 

ORGIVE, brave Dead, the imperfci 
lay! 
V ^V/20 nmyyour names, your numbers, s^ 



t 




i-strung harp, what lofty liac, 
the dcar*c£tfri\t praise aaatgn, 
i;h*born chiefs of martial tmi\Q 
oor soldier's lowlkr mme t 
re rose that dnwning day, 
m coldcoiich of swamp and clay^ 
•efore tlic sun was low, 
that morning cannot know»— 
the tear the gvccn sod trtccp* 
•ed be the heroes* sleep, 
lime $hall cease lo run ; 
r beside their noble grave, 
ton pass and fail to crave 
ig on the fallen brave 
> fought with Wellington ! 

XXX. 

IWELL, sad Field I whose blighted 

face 

esolation's withering trace ; 

ill my memory retain 

tter*d huts and trampltd i:t^\tv^ 

ry mark of martial wtotv^, 

^e thy towers, fair Ho\x^o\\\o\\^\ 
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Yet though thy garden^s green arcade 
The marksman's fatal post was made, 
Though on thy shattered beeches fell 
The blinded rage of shot and shell, 
Though from thy blackened portals torn, 
Their fall thy blighted fruit-trees mourn, 
Has not such havoc bought a name 
Immortal in the rolls of fame ? 

: Yes — Agincourt may be forgot. 

And Cressy be an unknown spot, 

(* And Blenheim's name be new ; 

But still in story and in song, 

r For many an age remember'd long, 

r Shall live the towers of Hougomont, 

J And Field of Waterloo. 



Conclusion. 



[ jT/TERN tide of human Time ! that know's 
^*^-> not rest, 

But, sweeping from the cradle to the tomb, 
-^cv7/-^si cFcr cloivnward on thy dusky bie^i^t 
-^^^cTcssivv ^r^ncrations to their doom ; 
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iy capacious stream has equal room 

gay bark where Pleasure's streamers 

}ort, 

the prison-ship of guilt and gloom, 

tier-skiff, and barge that bears a 

mrt, 

Fling onward all to one dark sitent 

3rt I — 

e of Time I through what mysterious 
lange 

and fear have our fraU barks been 
"iven I 

Tj beforcj vicissitude so strange 
Dne race of Adam^s offspring given, 
'C such varied change of sea and 
saven, 

expected bursts of joy and woe, 
irful strife as that where we have 
riven, 

ng ages ne'er again shaW ktvov^ , 
awful term when tliou sVvaW. co.^^^ 
ow. 
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Well hast thou stood, my Country !— tl 

brave fight 
Hast well maintained through good repo 

and 01; 
In thy just cause and in thy native Biij^ty 
And in Heaven's grace and justice constai 

still; 
Whether the banded prowess, strength, ai 

skill 
Of half the world against thee stood amyV 
Or when, with better views and freer will. 
Beside thee Europe's noblest drew the blad 
Each emulous in arfns the Ocean Queen 

aid. 

Well art thou now repaid— though slow 

rose, 
And struggled long with mists thy blaze 

fame, 
While like the dawn that in the orie: 

glows 
On the broad wave its earlier lustre came; 
Then eastern Egypt saw the growing flame" 



37 

,dMaida*s myrtles gleam'd beneath its ray, 
A^licre ijrst the soldi cr, slung with generous 
Jt shame, 

■ RivaJrd the heroes of the wat'ry way, 
I And washed in foemen's gore unjust reproach 
^V an'uy. 

r Non^, Island Empress^ wave thy crest on 

I And bid the banner of thy Patron flow, 
f Gallant Saint George, the flower of Chivalr)^ 
For thou hast faced, like hinij a dragon foe, 
And rescued innocence from overthrovvj 
And trampled down, like him, tyrannic 

might, 
And to the gazing world may'st proudly show 
The chosen emblem of thy sainted Knight, 
Who qiicird devouring pride^ and vindicated 
right 

Yet 'mid the conMtncQ of just rcwoww, 
Renown dear-bought, but dcarcsl \.\\\x^ vx^- 
quired, 
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Write, Britain, write the moral lesson down 
Tis not alone the heart with valour fired. 
The discipline so dreaded and admired. 
In many a field of bloody conquest known ; 
— Such may by fame be lured, by gold I 

hired — 
'Tis constancy in the good cause alone, 
Best justifies the meed thy valiant sons hav 

won. 



>r^Jg^ 




DU^$ iifO«^ 




WHIt&ffik mi MxUmu' 



gROM heavy dreams fair Helen tdso^ 
K And eyed the dawning red : 

*^ Alas, my love, thou tarrlest long ! 
3 art thou false or dead ? ^*-- 



Lth gallant Frederick's princely power 
He sought the bold crusade ; 
t not a word from Judah^s wars 
Told Helen how he sped. 

III. 
ith Paynmi and with Saracen 
M length a truce was made, 
d ev'ry knight returned to dry 
he tears his Iovq had shed. 

f Sec -Notes," page 315. 



il; 
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IV. 

Our gallant host was homeward bourn 
With many a song of joy ; 

Green waved the laurel in each plume 
The badge of victory. 



And old and young, and sire and son, 
To meet them crowd the way, 

With shouts, and mirth, and melody. 
The debt of love to pay. 



Full many a maid her true-love met, 
And sobb'd in his embrace. 

And fluttering joy in tears and smiles 
Arra/d full many a face. 

VII. 

Nor joy nor smile for Helen sad ; 
She sought the host in vain ; 
-Fornone could tell her William's SsHs 
^/'faithless, or if slain. 



^nMhl bund is past and gone ; 
. She rends her raven hair, 

Mud in distracliori's bitter mood 
B She weq>s with wild dcstwiv- 

*^0 tisCj my child/' her mother %^k]j 
'* Nor sorrow thus in vain ; 

A perjured lovcr*a fleeting hc#irt 
No tears recall again.'*— 



^O motheri what is gonc^ is gone^ 

What's lost for ever lorn : 
Death, death alone ean comfort mc \ 

O had I ne'er been bom I 

XI. 

" O break, my heart, O break at once ! 

Drink my life-bloody Despair \ 
No Joy remains on earth for me, 
Forme in heaven no share."— 
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XII. 

" enter not in judgment, Lord ! " 
The pious mother prays ; 

" Impute not guilt to thy frail child ! 
She knows not what she says. 



" say thy pater noster, child 1 
O turn to God and grace ! 

His will, that turned thy bliss to bale. 
Can change thy bale to bliss." — 

XIV. 

" mother, mother, what is bliss ? 

O mother, what is bale 
My William's love was heaven on ea: 

Without it earth is hell. 

XV. 

'•' Why should I pray to ruthless Hea 
Since my loved William's slain ? 
f only pray 'd for William's sake, 
And all niy prayers were vam." — 



liWtcan that flow; 
i9i bumble prayer, 
W thy woe ! " 

XVII. 

It can quench tliis fire, 
s scorching pain ; 
can bid the dc«id 
vc again. 

XVIII. 

heart, C) break at once ! 
god, Despair! 
icst blow has fallen on me, 
ch fruitless prayer." — 

XIX. 

In judgment, Lord, 
lil child of clay I 
u7jat Iier toiiijuc has s^^oVa \ 

, f piMV ! 
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XX. 

" Forbear, my child, this desperate woe, 

And turn to God and grace ; 
Well can devotion's heavenly glow 

Convert thy bale to bliss." — 

XXI. 

" O mother, mother, what is bliss ? 

O mother, what is bale ? 
Without my William what were heaven. 

Or with him what were hell ? '' 

XXII. 

Wild she arraigns the eternal doom, 
Upbraids each sacred power. 

Till, spent, she sought her silent room, 
All in the lonely tower. 

XXIII, 

She beat her breast, she wrung her hands, 
TjJJ sun and day were o'er, 
^nd through the glimmering lattice s\\orve 
^^^o twinkling of the star. 





lAWf AND HELEN. 

I 

■ XXIV. 

* heavy dmw-brldge fell 
noat was hung ; 
itter \ on its boards 
urser rung* 

Loing steel was heard 
r bounded ; 
le winding stair 
cp sounded. 



XXVI. 

hark ! a knock— Tap ! tap ! 
ed noise ; — 
inkling staples ring ; — 
lispering voice. 

XXVII. 

arise, my love ! 
lost thou fare ? [weep*st ? 

slccp'st ? laugWsl V\vo\\^ ^"^ 
>n me, my fair "^ " — 




*^ My love ! my love I — 5Q late by liifl 

I waked, I wept for thee : 
Much have 1 borne since dawn of mo 

Where, WiUam, could'st thou beP 

** We saddle late— from Hungary ™ 
1 rode since darkness fell ; 

And to its bourne we bcith return 
Before the matin bell"— 

XXX. 

" O rest this night within my arms, 
And warm thee in their fold ! [v 

Chill howls through hawthorn bu 
My love is deadly cold." — 

XXXI. 

" Let the wind howl through hawthori 

This night we must away ; 
The steed is wight, the spur is bright 
/ c^/2J2ot stay till day. 




JAM AND HELEN. 



xxxu. 

and boune? Thou mount'st 
ck barb steed : [behind 

stile, a hundred miles, 
:>ridal bed,"— 

light a hundred luiles !— 
illiam, stay t 

twch^e— dark, dismal hour t 
►vCj till day I *'— 

XXXIV. 

ook here— the moon shines 
en we ride ; [clear — 

y ! for ere the day 
• bridal bed. 



b snorts, the bridle rings ; 
and boune, and scat thee ! 
de, the chambet spxQ^x^, 
ests await U\cc?'— 
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XXXVI. 

wStrong love prevail'd : She busks, she bounes 

She mounts the barb behind. 
And round her darling William's waist 

Her lily arms she twined. 



And, hurry ! hurry! ofif they rode, 

As fast as fast might be ; 
Spurn'd from the courser's thundering heel* 

The flashing pebbles flee. 

XXXVIII. 

And on the right, and on the left, 

Ere they could snatch a view, 
Fast, fast each mountain, mead, and plai 

And cot, and castle, flew. 

XXXIX. 

"Sit fast— dost fear?— the moon s 
Fleet ^oes my barb — keep hold ! [c 
realist thou ? ''— ^^ O no ! " she faml\7 
^^But why so stern and cold? 




AND ^EUH, 

Bgs ? what yonder sings ? 
ic owlet grey ? " — 
dang, *tls funeral song, 
,e clay. 

clang, at morrow's dawn, 
be dead : 

mih my yoimg bride, 
ridal bed. 

clioir, ihou coffined guest, 
uptial song ! 

bless our marriage feast ! 
c all along 1 ^' — 

XUIL 

1 song ; down sunk ihe bier j 
corpse arose : 
y I all the tra;n 
steed pursues. 



i 
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XLIV. 

And, forward ! forward ! on they go ; 

High snorts the straining steed ; 
Thick pants the rider's labouring breatl 

As headlong on they speed. 

XLV. 

" O William, why this savage haste ? 

And where thy bridal bed ? *' — 
" 'Tis distant far, low, damp, and chill, 

And narrow, trustless maid.*' — 

XLVI. 

" No room for me ?" — " Enough for be 
Speed, speed, my barb, thy course ! '• 

O'er thundering bridge, through boiling 
He drove the furious horse. 

XLVII. 

Tramp ! tramp ! along the land they r< 
Splash ! splash ! along the sea ; 
TAe scourge is wighX, the spur \s br\^^ 
^^c flashing pehUcs flee. 




AND HELEN. 
XLVIJL 

! on right and kft how fast 
fofest, grovej and bower I 
it and left fled past how fast 
city, town, and tower ! 

XLIX. 

Fear? dost fcir? Tlie moon shines 
fear to ride with me ? — [clear, 

! hurrah ! the dead can ride ! *'— 
William, let them be !— 



ere, see there ! What yonder swings 
Teaks 'mid whistling rain ? " — 
: and steel, th' accursed wheel ; 
rderer in his chain. — 

LI. 

! thou felon, follow here : 
'dal bed we ride ; 
Shalt prance a fetter dance 
f^e and my bride." 



IV- 

Left n-.l • 
\)\\:\ h\r • 

Alirl nil r 

Abb. 



^ On,. 




> t metHnks 1 hear ihe cock \ 
ill mon be run : 
I smell the morning air \ 
^ well nigh done." — 

rtg the land they"rot!e, 
t ♦ nlong the sea ; 
:l, the spur drops bloCHl^ 
; pebbles flee* 

jrrnh [ well ride the dead j 
; bridu is come t 
ve reach the bridal bed, 
deii, here's my home;"— 



LiX. 

, on its rusty hinge 

cd an iron door, 

ic pale moon's setting beam 

:cn a church and tower. 
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LX. 

many a shriek and cry whiz round 
e birds of midnight, scared ; 
rustling like autumnal leaves 
hallow'd ghosts were heard. 

LXI. 

nany a tomb and tomb- stone pale 

spurr'd the fiery horse, 
udden at an open grave 

checked the wondrous course, 

LXII. 

ailing gauntlet quits the rein, 
\vn drops the casque of steel, 
:uirass leaves his shrinking side, 
c spur his gory heel. 

LXIII. 

;ycs desert the naked skull, 
e mould'ring flesh the bone, 
'clen '5 lily arms entwine 
Qstly skeleton. 



:TiO- 

cdle 



th a fearful bound, 
at once in empty air, 
^es her on the ground. 



LXV. 



by fits, by fits half heard, 
ctres flit alonfi^, 
nd the maid in dismal dance, 
f\ the funeral song ; 



LXVI. 



n the heart's with anguish rlcft, 
he doom of Heaven. 
; from her body reft ; 
it be forgiven ! " 




§HE Wildgrave winds his bugle-horn, 
To horse, to horse ! halloo, halloo ! 
His fiery courser snuffs the mom, 
And thronging serfs their lord pursue. 

The eager pack, from couples freed. 
Dash through the bush, the brier, th 
brake ; 

While answering hound, and horn, and stee 
The mountain echoes startling wake. 

The beams of God's own hallow'd day 
Had painted yonder spire with gold. 

And, calling sinful man to pray, 
Loud, long, and deep Ihc bdl l\ad toll' 

See "Notes," page 316. 
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M still tiic Wildgrave onward rMes ; 

Halloo^ halloo 1 and, hark again ! 
^^Tien, spurring from opposing sides, 

Two Stranger Horsemen join the train. 

^"io was each Stranger, left and right, 
WeH may I guess, but dare not tell j 

Hic right-hand steed was silver white, 
The left, the swarthy hue of hcU. 

Tht right-hand Horseman, young and fair, 
His smile was like the mom of May ^ 

The left, from eye of tawny glare, 
Shot midnight lightning's lurid ray. 

He waved his huntsman's cap on high^ 
Cried, " Welcome, welcome, noble lord ! 

What gport can earth, or sea, or sky, 
To match the princely chase, afford ? '^ 

" Cease thy loud bugle's changing kncU,' 
Cnffd the fair youthf with silver vokc \ 
''And for devotion's chotzl swell, 
^^changcthcrudo unhallowed novsc. 
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" To-day, the ill-omen'd chase forbear, 
Yon bell yet summons to the fane ; 

To-day the Warning Spirit hear. 
To-morrow thou ma/st mourn in vain."— - 

"Away, and sweep the glades along ! " 
The Sable Hunter hoarse replies ; 

"To muttering monks leave matin-song. 
And bells, and books, and mysteries." 

The Wildgrave spurred his ardent steed, 
And, launching forward with a bound, 

" Who, for thy drowsy priest-like rede, 
Would leave the jovial horn and hound ? 

" Hence, if our manly sport offend ! 

With pious fools go chant and pray :— 
Well hast thou spoke, my dark-brow'd friend ; 

Halloo, halloo ! and, hark away ! " 

The Wildgrave spurr'd his courser light. 
O'er moss and moor, o'er holt and hill ; 
And on the left, and on the r\g\vl, 
/i^ich Stranger Horseman ioWow'^^WW 
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, y^onder tangled thorn, 
white thnn mountain snow \ 
■jg ihc Wildgmve^s horn, 
i.rd, forward ! holla, ho ! ** 

Stch has crossed tlic way i 
le thundering hoofs below ; — 
:an, or die who mayy 
^ard, forward ! ^' on they ga 

i simple fences meet, 
autumn's blessings crowned ; 
at the WildgrBve's feet, 
lan, with toil embrown *d : 

xcYj noble lord i 
jor's pittance," was Ills cry, 
; sweat thesobrowshav^epourM, 
J hour of fierce July." — 

^ht-hand Stranger pleads, 
I cheering to the prey ; 
Earl no warning hcct\s, 
okls the onward way. 



s 
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" Away, thou hound ! so basely bom, 
Or dread the scourge's echoing blow I ' 

Then loudly rung his bugle horn, 
" Hark forward, forward, holla, ho I " 

So said, so done : — A single bound 
Clears the poor labourer's humble pale 

Wild follows man, and horse, and hound. 
Like dark December's stormy gale. 

And man and horse, and hou^d and hon 
Destructive sweep the field along ; 

While, joying o'er the wasted corn. 
Fell Famine marks the maddening thn 

Again uproused, the timorous prey 
Scours moss and moor, and holt and hill 

Hard run, he feels his strength decay. 
And trusts for life his simple skill. 

Too dangerous solitude appear'd ; 
He seeks the shelter of the crowd ; 
Amidthe flock's domestic herd 
^Js harmless head he hopes to sVvyom< 



j^^, and holt and biU^ 
OT^ady blood*iiOLinUs trace ; 
Uld moor, unwearied stiUj 
lUS £arl pursues tUc chase. 

Hd the herdsman fail ;^ 

^, thou noble BaroPj spar« 

i, a widow's littk all ; 

cks^ an orphan's ileecy care 1 ^* — 

right-harid Stranger pleads, 
(till cheering to the prey j 
!jr prayer nor pity heeds, 
us keeps the onward way. 

ner'd dog ! To stop my sport 
e thy cant and beggar whine, 
nan spirits, of thy sort, 
ants of these carrion kine I " — 

inds his bugle horn, 
)rward, forward, hoUa^Vvo \" 
1 the herd, in ruthless scotxv^ 
bis furious hounds \o ^o. 
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LII. 

And, hurry ! hurry ! clash, clash, clash 
The wasted form descends ; 

And fleet as wind through hazel bush 
The wild career attends. 

LII I. 

Tramp ! tramp ! along the land they ro 
Splash ! splash ! along the sea ; 

The scourge is red, the spur drops bloo 
The flashing pebbles flee. 

LIV. 

How fled what moonshine faintly show' 
How fled what darkness hid ! 

How fled the earth beneath their feet, 
The heaven above their head ! 

LV. 

"Dost fear? dost fear? The moon s 
And well the dead can ride ; [ 

^oes faithful Helen fear for Ihem^'*— 
^^O leave in peace the dead \" — 



I way. . 

r right or wrong, 

1 its rites, I spurn ; 
s' sacred song, 
\ himsdf shall make me turn ! ''— 

his horse, he winds his horn, 
forward, forward, holla ho I ''— 
a whirlwind's pinions borne, 
ig, the hut, the hermit, go. 

e and man, and horn and hound, 
imour of the chase, was gone ; 
;, and howls, and bugle sound, 
ly silence reigned alone. 

id the affrighted Earl around ; 
)ve in vain to wake his horn, 
call ; for not a sound 
om his anxious lips V)C \>ox^\<i» 
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He listens for his trusty hounds ; 

No distant baying reached his ears : 
His courser, rooted to the ground, 

The quickening spur unmindful bears. 

Still dark and darker frown the shades. 
Dark as the darkness of the grave ; 

And not a sound the still invades. 
Save what a distant torrent gave. 

High o'er the sinner's humbled head 
At length the solemn silence broke ; 

And, from a cloud of swarthy red, 
The awful voice of thunder spoke. 

" Oppressor of creation fair ! 

Apostate Spirits' hardened tool ! 
Scorner of God ! Scourge of the poor ! 

The measure of thy cup is full. 

"Be chased for ever through the wood ; 
For ever roam the affrighted wild ; 
And let thy fate iiistruct the proud, 
Ood's meanest creature is his chW 
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^One flash, of sombre glare » 
f tinged the forests brown ; 
W Eld grave's bristling hair, 
r chiird each nerve and bone* 

the sweat in freezing rill j 
ind began to sing ; 
louder, louder still, 
^orm and tempest on its wing, 

the caU ; — Her entrails rend i 
ning rifts, with many a yell^ 
tilphureous flames, ascend 
jgotten dogs of helL 

y Huntsman next arose^ 
I guess, but dare not tell ; 
midnight lightning glows, 
the swarthy hue of helL 

ive flies o^er bush and thorn, 
y a shriek of helpless \\o^ \ 
lound, and iiorse, and Vvotyv, 
t away, and holla Yio\'' 
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With wild despair^s reverted eye, 
Close, close behind, he marks the il 

With bloody fangs, and eager cry j 
In frantic fear he scours along, — 

Still, still shall last the dreadful chase, 
Till time itself shall have an end : 

By day, they scour earth's cavern 'd sp. 
At midnight's witching houfj ascend 

This is the horn, and hound j and hors( 
That oft the latcd peasant hears i 

Ajiipall'dj he signs the frequent cross, 
When the wild din invades his ears* 

The wakeful priest oft drops a tea? 

For human pride, for human woe, 
When, at his midnight mass, he hears 

The infernal cry of, '^ Holla ho I "^ 



r 



'lie Ftfc«ni\g/ 

s of the evil CJcnii, which arc curses, were 
upon him.'* — Eastern Talc. 

knights and fair damcs; to my 

rp give an car, 

^e, and of war, and of wonder to 

ar; 

aply may sigh, in the midst of 

glee, 

of Count Albert, and fair Rosalie. 

hat castle, so strong and so high ? 

u that lady, the tear in her eye ? 

)u that palmer, from Palestine's 

> 

m his iiat, and l\\c s\.».tt \w Vvsi 

?— 

•'''*--^- "Notes/' puije jitt. 
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'- Now palmer, grey palmer, O tell unto me, 
What news bring you home from the Holy 

Countrie ? 
And how goes the warfare by Galilee's 

strand ? 
And how fare our nobles, the flower of the 

land?"— 

'* O well goes the warfare by Galilee's wave, 
For Gilead, and Nablous, and Ramah we 

have ; 
, And well fare our nobles by Mount Lebanomp 
For the Heathen have lost, and the Christians 

have won»" — 

A fair chain of gold 'mid her ringlets there 

hung; 
O'er the palmer's grey locks the fair chain ^ 

has she flung : 
" Oh palmer, grey palmer, this chain be thy 

^or tJie news thou hast brought from 0^^ 
^o/y Countrie. 



/FCmni Albcrtt the gienilc and 

i the Cresceiii went Mck, and the Red- 
cross rush*d on^ 
saw yc him foremost on Mount Lcb^i- 

I Udy, fair lady, the tree green it gro\^ s ', 
ladjTp fair lady, the Bireawj pure it flows ; 
Yqut caustic stands strong, and your hopes 

soar on high ; 
But, lady, fair lady, all blossoms to die. 

The green boughs they wither, the tluindcr* 

bolt falls, 
It leaves of your castle but kvin-scorcli\l 

walls ; 
The pure stream runs muddy ; the gay hope 

is gone ; 
Count Albert is prisoner on ^/Vov\\^^. \'^- 
banon,"—^ A 
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O she's ta'en a horse, should be fleet at hei 

speed ; 
And she's ta'en a sword, should be sharp a 

her need ; 
And she has ta'en shipping for Palestine*: 

land, [hand 

To ransom Count Albert from Soldanrie' 

Small thought had Count Albert on fai 

Rosalie, 
Small thought on his faith, or his knighthoo< 

had he ; 
A heathenish damsel his light heart had woi 
The Soldan's fair daughter of Mount L 

banon. 

" O Christian, brave Christian, my lo 

would'st thou be, 
Three things must thou do ere I hearken 

thee : 
Our laws and our worship on thee shalt th 
take ; 
^"inclth/s thou shalt first do for Zu\em;Cs s" 




|he carera, where bums ever- 

Aflame which the Kurchtsana 

t silence, three nights &hak thou 

I shall next do for Zulcina^s sake. 

thou shah aid us with counsel 

Frank robber from Palestine's 

and my love then Count Albert 
:e, [sake." — 

s is accompUsh'd for Zulema's 

twn by his helmet and cross- 
id sword, 
his knighthood, denying his 

the green caftan, and turban 

fthc maiden of favt "LciVi^xvovi. 
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And in the dread cavern; deep deep undei 

ground, 
Wliich fifty steel gates and steel portals sur 

round, 
He has watch'd until day-break, but sigh 

saw he none, [stone 

Save the fiame burning bright on its altar c 

Amazed was the Princess, the Soldan amazes 
Sore murmur'd the priests as on Albert the 

gazed; 
They searched all his garments, and, unde 

his weeds. 
They found, and took from him, his rosai 

beads. 

Again in the cavern, deep, deep under groun< 
He watch'd the lone night, while the wind 

whistled round ; 
l\'\r off was their murmur, it came not moi 

nigh, 
y/jc /Jame burned u/imoved, and novi^\v\.tVi 
did he spy. 



6s 

jr*d the priests^ and aiiuued was 

iCing, 

^any dark spells of their witchcrAft 

4icy sing ; 

jjearch'd Albert's hody, and, lo ! on his 

breast [pressed. 

as the sign af ch€ Cross, by his father im- 

e |M-ies*s they erase it with care and with 
pain^ 

d the recreant returned to the cavern 

again ] 
t, as he descended, a whisper there fell ; 
vas his good angel, who bade him farewell ! 

gh bristled his hair, his heart fluttered and 

beat, 
d he tum'd him five steps, half resolved 

to retreat ; 
t his heart it was hardened, his purpose 

was gone, 
jen he thought of the Mavdexv ol ^^\^ 
Lebanon, 
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Scarce pata'd he the archway, the threshold 

scarce trod, 
When the winds from the four points ol 

heaven were abroad, 
They made each steel portal to rattle andring*, 
And, borne on the l^ast, came the dFead 

Fire-King. 

Full sore rock'd the cavern whene'er be drew 

nigh, 
The fire on the s^tar blazed bickering and 

high ; 
In volcanie explosions the mountains pro* 

claim [Flame. 

The dreadful approach of the Monarch of. 

Unmeasured in height, undistingaish'd in 

form, 
His breath it was lightning, his voice it was 

storm ; 
I ween the stout heart of Count Albert was 

tame, [Flame. 

When he saw in his terrors the Monarch of 
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In his hand a broad falchion blue-glimmer'd 

through smoke, 
And Mount Lebanon shook as the Monarch 

he spoke : 
" With this brand shalt thou conquer, thus 

long, and no more? [adore." — 

Till thou bend to the Cross, and the Virgin 

The cloud-shrouded arm gives the weapon ; 

and, see ! 
The recreant receives the charm'd gift on 

his knee : 
The thunders growl distant, and faint gleam 

the fires, [retires. 

As, borne on the whirlwind, the phantom 

Count Albert has arm'd him the Paynim 

among. 
Though his heart it was false, yet his arm it 

was strong ; 
And the Red-cross wax'd faint, and the 

Crescent came on, [Lebawou. 

From the day he commanded on IAon^xnN- 
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From Lebanon's forests to Galilee's wave, 
The sands of Samaar drank the blood of th 

brave ; 
Till the Knights of the Temple, and Knight 

of Saint John, 
With Salem's King Baldwin, against hii 

came on. 

The war-cymbals clatter'd, the trumpet 

replied. 
The lances were couch'd, and they closed o: 

each side ; 
And horsemen and horses Count Albei 

o'erthrew. 
Till he pierced the thick tumult King Bald 

win unto. 

Against the charm'd blade which Cour 

Albert did wield, 

'I lie fence had been vain of the King's Red 

cross shield ; [before 

yy//^/i Page thrust him forward the moTv^ic 

^^^(^c/cft the proud turban the renegade vjq 
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.il was the dint, that Count Albert 
stoop' d low 

/ore the crossed shield, to his steel saddle- 
bow i 
And scarce had he bent to the Red-cross hi is 
head, — [said. 

*^ Bonne gract-, mtn Dmm 1 " he unwittingly 

Sore sigh'd the charm'd sword, for its virtue 

was o'er, 
II sprung from his grasp, and was seen never 

more ; 
But true men have said, that the lightning'^ 

red wing [King. 

Did waft back the brand to the dread Fire- 
He clench'd his set teeth, and his gauntlcttcd 

hand: 
He strctch'd, with one buffet, that Page on 

the strand ; 
As back from the stripling the btoVew c^'t^^vxM 
roJJ'd, \kA <^^^^ 

You might see the blue eyes, and v\\c xwv^^"^^ ^ 
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Short time had Count Albert in horror to 

stare 
On those death-swimming eye-balls, and 

blood-clotted hair ; 
For down came the Templars, like Cedron 

in flood, 
And dyed their long lances in Saracen blood. 

The Saracens, Kurdmans, and Ishmaelites 

yield 
To the scallop, the saltier, and crossletted 

shield ; 
^Vnd the eagles were gorged with the infidel 

dead, 
From Bethsaida's fountains to Naphthali's 

head. 

The battle is over on Bethsaida's plain.— 
> ^vho is yon Paynim lies stretch'd 'mid the 
slain ? 

And who • 

^s yon Page lying cold at his 
^iiee ? 

o hut Count Albert andiait l^os^Xv^X 




« OWMU 



to the vnhiire and 



Miercy Our Lady did bring; 
le blast to the dread Fire- 



I 



istrel, iirharpingy can tell» 
."OSS it conquered, the Crescent 

gay ladies have sigh'd, 'mid 

m 

n 

!ount Albert and fair Rosalie. 
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»REDERICK leaves the Ian. 
France, 
Homeward hastes his steps to : 
sure, 
Careless casts the parting glance 
On the scene of former pleasure. 

Joying in his prancing steed, 
Keen to prove his untried blade, 

Hope's gay dreams the soldier lead 
Over mountain, moor, and glade. 



Helpless, ruin'd, left forlorn, 
Lovely Alice wept alone ; 
Moum'd o^er love's fond contract torn 
^ope, and peace, and honour fVov^ 



/ ^ee "Notes," page 318. 
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fk her breast's convulsive throbs I 
See, the tear of anguish i3ow3 !— 
ingling^ soon with bursting sobs. 
Loud the laugh of frenzy rose. 

I Wild she cursed, and wild she prayed ; 

Seven Jong days and nights ure t>\'f ; 
Death in pity brought his aid, 

As the village bcH struck four* 



^ar from her, and far from France, 
Faithless Frederick on^vard rides \ 
Marking, b!ithe, the morning's glance 
Mantling o'er the mountain's sidcii. 

Heard ye not the boding sound, 
As the tongue of yonder tower, 

Slowly, to the hills around, 
Told the fourth, the fated hour ? 

Starts the steed, and snuflfs the air, 
Yet no cause of dread appears \ 
Bristles high the rider's hair, 
Struck with strange myslet\ov\s ^cvws. 
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Desperate, as his terrors rise, 
In the steed the spur he hides ; 

From himself in vain he flies ; 
Anxious, restless, on he rides. 

Seven long days, and seven long nights, 
Wild he wander'd, woe the while ! 

Ceaseless care, and causeless fright, 
Urge his footsteps many a mile. 

Dark the seventh sad night descends ; 

Rivers swell, and rain-streams pour ; 
While the deafening thunder lends 

All the terrors of its roar. 

Weary, wet, and spent with toil. 
Where his head shall Frederick hide? 

Where, but in yon ruin'd aisle. 
By the lightning's flash descried. 

To the portal, dank and low, 

Fast his steed the wanderer bound ; 
IJown a ruined staircase slow, 
Next bis c^irkling way he wound. 




ar vaults before him lie I 
nmerin^ lighi$ are seen to ^Udc I — 
ted Mar)% h<;jar my cry I 
^ a s inner* s steps to guide i ^ 



>^,«^| 



lost their quivering beam, 
the lights move slow before, 
ey rest their ghastly gleam 
it against an iron door. 

ering voices from with hi, 

d with peals of laughter, rose i 

y fell, a solemn strain 

; its wild and wondrous close ! 

the din, he seem'd to hear 

:e of friends, by death removed ;- 

e knew that solemn air, 

is the lay that Alice loved. — 

for now a solemn knell 
r times on the still night broke ; 
ines, at its deadened swell, 
?s from the ruins spoke. 
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As the lengthened clangours die. 

Slowly opes the iron door ! 
Straight a banquet met his eye, 

But a funeraPs form it wore I 

CoflEina for the seats extend ; 

All with black the board was spread j 
Girt by parent, brother, friend, 

Long since number'd with the dead ! 

Alice, in her grave-clothes bound j 
Ghastly smilingj points a scat ■ 

All arose, with thundering- sound ; 
All the expected stranger greet. 

High their meagre arms they wave, 
Wild their notes of welcome swell ;- 

" Welcome, traitor, to the grave ! 
Perjured, bid the light farewell ! " 



¥ 




tto 



BMlto rf S^»™«"'^'' 




'^^^''^'wr'd peasants sny^'"^' 
these V 

v.d*■cdovmto^Vft^i*°^^■' 

SohouW.^ea«-„„„.pV.^^^^ 
^nd slay liotn ) 



,,,,.N0.«."V»S'^^''- 
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With clarion loud, and banner proud, 
From Zurich on the lake, 

In martial pomp and fair array, 
Their onward march they make. 

" Now list, ye lowland nobles all. 
Ye seek the mountain strand. 

Nor wot ye what shall be your lot 
In such a dangerous land. 

I.<*i " I rede ye, shrive ye of your sins. 

Before ye farther go ; 
A skirmish in Helvetian hills 
May send your souls to woe." 

** But where now shall we find a priest 
Our shrift that he may hear ? " — 

** The Switzer priest t has ta'en the field, 
He deals a penance drear. 

" Right heavily upon your head 
He'll lay his hand of steel ; 
And with his trusty partizan 
yoiirrib5o]ution deal."— 
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'Twas on a Monday morning then, 

The corn was steep'd in dew,. 
And merry maids had sickles ta'en, 

When the host to Sempach drew. 

The stalwart men of fair Lucerne 

Together have they joined ; 
The pith and core of manhood stern, 

Was none cast looks behind. 

It was the Lord of Hare-castle, 

And to the Duke he said, 
** Yon little band of brethren true 

Will meet us undismayed." 

** O Hare-castle,t thou heart of hare ! " 

Fierce Oxenstern replied. 
" Shalt see then how the game will fare," 
The taunted knight replied. 

There was lacing then of helmets bright, 

And closing ranks amain ; 
The peaks they hew'd from their boot-points 

Might well nigh load a wain. 
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And thus they to each other said, 

" Yon handful down to hew 
Will be no boastful tale to tell, 

The peasants are so few." — 

The gallant Swiss Confederates there 

They pray'd to God aloud, 
And he displa/d his rainbow fair 

Against a swarthy cloud. 

Then heart and pulse throbb'd more and more 

With courage firm and high, 
And down the good Confederates bore 

On the Austrian chivalry. 

The Austrian Liont 'gan to growl. 

And toss his main and tail ; 
And ball, and shaft, and cross-bow bolt, 

Went whistling forth like hail. 

Lance, pike, and halbert, mingled there, 

The game was nothing sweet ; 
The boughs of many a stately Uec 
T<7y shivered at their feet. 




Pmeii-at-arms stood fast, 
their spears they laid ; 
lc gall ant VVinkelreiU, 
ts comrades said^ 

nftuoiis wife at hotiTCi 
d infant son i 
n to my country's care, — 
, shall aoQXk be woiu 

bles lay their spears right thick, 
) full firm array, 
y charge their order break, 
e my brethren way." 

igainst the Austrian band, 
rate career, 

is body, breast, and hand, 
rn each hostile spear. 

5 splinter'd on his crest, 
r^d in his side ; 
serried files he pressed— 
their rnnkSy and dkd. 



B:3 BALLADS FROM THE GERMAN 

This patriots self-devoted deed. 
First tamed the Lion's moodj 

And the four forest cantons freed 
From thraldom by his blood > 

Right ^vhere his charge had made a:'f3 
His valiant comrades burst, 

With sword, and a^e, and partizan. 
And hack, and stab^ and thmst» 

The daunted Lion *gan to whine, 
And granted ground amain, 

The Mountain Bullet he bent his brow 
And gored his sides again. 

Then lost was banner, spear, and shiel 

At Sempach in the flight, 
The cloister vaults at Konig^sfield 

Hold many an Austrian knight . 

It was the Archduke Leopold, 
So lordly irotild he ride, 
JJui he catJiQ against the Sv/'iUeii c\bw\ 
And they slew him in his pnde. 
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M heifer said unto the bull^ 
" And shall I not complain ? 
There came a foreign nobleman 
To milk me on the plain i 

"One thrust of ihine outrageous horn 
Has gaird the knight so sore, 

That to the churchyard he is borne 
To range our glens no more/' — 

An Austrian noble left the stour. 

And fast the flight 'gan take ; 
And he arrived in luckless hour 

At Setnpadi on the lake. 

He and his squire a fisher called, 
(His name was Hans Von Rot,) 

" For love, or meed, or charity, 
Receive us in thy boat I '* — 

Their anxious call the fisher heard, 

And, glad the meed to win, 
his shallop to th^ shore he sUex'^, 
And took the flyers in. 
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And while against the tide ;ind >\ ind 

Hans stoutly rowM his way, 
The noble to his follower signed 

He should the boatman slay. 

The fisher's back was to them turn*dj 

The squire his dagger drew, 
Hans saw his shadow in the lake, 

The boat he o\^eithrew* 

He Vhelm'd the boatj and as they strove, 
He stunn'd them with his oar, 

** Nowj drink ye deep, my gentle sirs, 
You^U ne'er stab boatman more, 

" Two gilded fishes in the lake 
This morning have I caught, 

Their silver scales may much avail, 
Their carrion flesh is naught." — 

It was a messenger of woe 
J/^s sought the Austrian land 
^^AA / gracious lady, evil news \ 
^^^y lord lies on the strand. 
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^empach, on the battle fields 
s bloody corpse lies tlicre/' — 

,, gracious God I" tht? lady crieti^ 

What tidings of despair I " 

w would you know tho nvinstrcl ^vij^lu, 
A' ho sings of slrifo so stcrri, 
bcrt the Souter is he bight, 
A burgher of Lucerne. 

L merry man was he, I wot, 

The night he made the lay, 
Returning from the bloody spot, 

Where God had judged the day. 



TM I§Me Medager/ 



WILL you hear a knightly tale of old 
1; Bohemian day, ] 

It was the noble Moringer in wed- 
lock bed he lay, 
He halsed and kiss'd his dearest dame, that 

was as sweet as May, 
And said, " Now, lady of my heart, attend 
the words I say. 
II. 
"'Tis I have vow'd a pilgrimage unto a 

distant shrine, 
And I must seek Saint Thomas-land, and 

leave the land that's mine ; 
Here shalt thou dwell the while in state, so 
thou wilt pledge thy fay, 
^y^j/" thou for my reiwrn wilt wait s^veu 
^ivelvemonths and a day/' 

t See ** Notes," pa^e 321. 
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J 

aen out and spoke that Ladjr bright, sore 
A troubled in her cheer* 

^fr Now tell nie true, thou noble knight, what 
H order takes t thou here ; 

And who shall lead thy vassal band, and hold 

thy lordly sway, 
And be thy lady's guardian true when thou 
art far away ? '* 

Out spoke the noble Moringcr, ^* Of that 

have thou no care, 
There*s many a valiant gentleman of nie 

holds living fair ; 
The trustiest shall rule my land^ my vassals 

and my state. 
And be a guardian tried and true to thee, my 

lovely mate. 

V. 

" As Christian-man, I needs must keep the 

vow which. 1 have pllgVU, 
When I am far in foreign laxvOi, x^vcv^^^^:i^^ 
thy true knight ; 



pease, »^*„,rt««t**' . jnccGo4 } 



eM-U-* ""^ ^Ic to S^^^' 



I 




•A " Stf '-"^ 




Bo 

\nu 

Chajiiberbin was Ulunt .ind true, ant I 
sturdily smd hci 
tbide, my lord, and rule your own^ and take 
J this rede from me ; 
That woman's faith^s a brittle trust — Seven 

twelvemonths didst thou say ? 
Vi\ pkdge me for no lady's tnitli beyond the 
seventh fair day*" 

IK, 

The noble Baron turn'd linxi round, his heart 

was fuli of care^ 
His gallant Esquire stood him nigli| be \v;is 

Ma.rsteilen*s heir, 
To whom he spoke right anxiously, ^' Thoit 

trusty squire to me, 
Wilt thou receive this weighty trust when I 

am o*er the sea ? 

X. 

" To watch and ward my castle strong, and 
to protect my land, 
And to the hunting or the host Vo VaO^ "^^^^ 
vassal band ; 
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And pledge thee for my Lady's faith, till 

seven long years are gone, 
And guard her as Our Lady dear was gfuarded 

by Saint John.*' 

XI. 

Marstetten's heir was kind and true, but 
fiery, hot, and young, 

And readily he answer made with too pre- 
sumptuous tongue ; 

"My noble lord, cast care away, and on your 
journey wend. 

And trust this charge to me until your pil- 
grimage have end. 

XII. 

" Rely upon my plighted faith, which shall 

be truly tried. 
To guard your lands, and ward your towers, 

and with your vassals ride ; 
And for your lovely Lady's faith, so virtuous 
and so dear, 
^'^^ S'age my head it knows no daaTi^^,\y 
^-i^sent thirty year." 



^ 
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XIIL 

jble Moringer took cheer when thus 

he heard him speak, 
I doubt forsook his troubled brow, and 

sorrow left his check ; 
jng sdicu he bids to all— hoists top^saiis, 

and away, 
I wanders in Saint Thomas-land seven 

twelvemonths and a day. 

XIV. 

^as the noble Moringer within an orchard 

slept, 
en on the Baron's slumbering sense a 

boding vision crept ; 
I whisper'd in his car a voice, *' 'Tis time^ 

Sir Knight J to wakCj 
r lady and thy heritage another master 

take- 

XV, 

r tower another banner knows, iVoj ^^Rt'i^ 

another rein, 
stoop them to another's wVW Wv^ %t\\^^^^- 
vassal train ; 
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Win. 
the good Saint Thomas^ thifn? who 
llieard liis pilgrim'^ pra)*cr, 
pnt a sleep so deep and dead that it 
o^erpowerM his care ; 
waked in fair Bohemian land oyUtretch'd 
beside a rill, 
jgb on the right a castle stood, low on the 
left a mill 

XIX, 

Jhe Moringer he started up as one from 

spell unbound, 
And dii^y with surprise and joy gazed ^\ ildly 

till ciiOUiid i 

" I know my father's ancient towers, the mill, 

the stream I know. 
Now blessed be my patron Saint who cheer d 

his pilgrim's woe ! " 

XX. 

He leant upon his pilgrim staff, and to the 

mill he drew, 
bo altered was his goodly form V\\a\. w'^x^^ 
^/le/r master knew ; 
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The BaroQ to the miller said, ** Goad fncndj 

for char ityj 
Tdl a poor palmer in your land what tidings 

may there be ? " __ 

M 

XXI, ^1 

The miller answered him again, " He knew of 

little iiewSj 
Save that the Lady of the land did a new 

bridegroom choose ; 
Her husband died in distant landj such is the 

constaot word. 
His death sits heavy on our souls, he was a 

wortliy Lord, 

XXII. 

"Of him I held the little mill which wins me 

living free, 
God rest the Baron in his grave, he still was 

kind to me ! 
And when Saint Martin's tide comes round, 
and millers take their toll, 
ne priest that prays for Moringev sVvaWV^x^ 
both cope and stole." 



r 
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xxur. 
.5 ihe nobk Montiger to climb the hill 

>iid stood before the bolted gate a ^voo and 
jk weary man j 

^S'Now help me, every saint in heaven that 
^P can com pass ton take^ 

To gain the entrance of my hall thi^ woful 
^^ match to break, ^^ 

His very knock it sounded sudj his call was 

sad and slow, 
For heart and head, and voice and hand, 

were heavy all witli \voe ; 
And to the warder thus he spoke : " Friend, 

to thy Lady say, 
A pilgrim from Saint Thomas-land cra\Ls 

harbour for a day. 

XXV. 

" IVe wander'd many a weary step, my 

strength is well nigh dotve, 
And if she turn me from her g^Xc V\\ sc^ ^^^^ 
morrow's sun ; 
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* E'en then, when o'er the heath of woe, 
Where sunk my hopes of love and fame, 

I bade my harp's wild wailings flow. 
On me the Seer's sad spirit came. 

" The last dread curse of angry heaven, 
With ghastly sights and sounds of woe, 

To dash each glimpse of joy was given — 
The gift, the future ill to know. 

" The bark thou saw'st, yon summer mom, 
So gaily part from Oban's bay. 

My eye beheld her dash'd and torn, 
Far on the rocky Colonsay. 

" Thy Fergus too— thy sister's son, 
Thou saw'st, with pride, the gallant's power. 

As marching 'gainst the Lord of Downe, 
He left the skirts of huge Benmore. 

" Thou only saw'st their tartans + wave, 
yls down BenvoirliMs side tViey wound, 
■fJ^oard'st but t/ie pibroch, t answerit\s\ii^N? 
'^o many a target clanking round. 
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XXVUL 
the stalwart warder then undid the 
portal broad J 
.^^as the noble Moringer that o'er tbc 

threshold strode ; 
id have thou thanks, kind heaven," he 

said J " though from a raan of shi, 
t the true lord stands here oace more his 
castle-gatc within." 

XXIX. 

n up the halls paced Moringer, his step 

was sad and slow ; 
at full heavy on his heart, none sccm'd 

their Lord to know ; 
sat him on a lowly bench, oppress'd with 

woe and wrong, 
rt space he sat, but ne'er to him sccm'd 

little space so long. 

XXX. 

V spent was day, and feasting o'er, and 

come was evening hour, 
time was nigh when new-mtv^^ N^xX^^^ 
retire to nuptial bower •, 



98 BALLADS PROM THE GERMAN. 

''Our castle's wonty" a brides-man said, ^ hal 

been both firm and long, 
No guest to harbour in our halls till he sha 

chant a song.** 

XXXI. 

Then spoke the youthful bridegroom there a 

he sat by the bride, 
" My merry minstrel folks,* quoth he, ''la 

shalm and harp aside ; 
Our pilgrim guest must sing a lay, the castle 

rule to hold, 
And well his guerdon will I pay with garmei 

and with gold," 

XXXII. 

" Chill flows the lay of frozen age,* 'twas thi 

the pilgrim sung, 
" Nor golden meed, nor garment gay, unlocl 

his heavy tongue; 
Once did I sit, thou bridegroom gay, s 
board as rich as thine, 
^ncl by my side as fair a Wide viV^l ^\ 
charms was mine. 
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II XXXUl. 

I* But time traced furrows on my face, aiul 
I I grew silver-hairM, 

Wot locks of brown » and cheeks of youth, she 

left this brow and beard ; 
Once rich, but now a palmer poor, 1 trc:id 

life's latest stage, 
And mingle with your bridal mirth the lay of 
frozen age/^ 

It was the noble Lady there this woful by 

that hears, 
And for the aged pilgrim's grief her eye was 

dimm'd with tears ; 
She bade her gallant cup-bearer a golden 

beaker take, 
And bear it to the palmer poor to quaff it for 

her sake. 

XXXV. 

It was the noble Moringer that dropp'd amid 

the wine 
A bridal ring of burning gold so co-^^vVi "i^xv^ 
so fine : 
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Now listen, gentles, to my song, it tells you 

but the sooth, 
'Twas with that very ring of gold he |)ledged 

his bridal truth. 

XXXVI. 

Then to the cup-bearer he said, " Do me one 

kindly deed. 
And should my better days return, full rich 

shall be thy meed ; 
Bear back the golden cup again to yonder 

bride so gay, 
And crave her of her courtesy to pledge the 

palmer gray.'' 

XXXVII. 

The cup-bearer was courtly bred, nor was 

the boon denied, 
The golden cup he took again, and bore it 

to the bride ; 
*' Lndy," he said, " your reverend guest sends 
this, and bids me pray, 
^^'7/, j'n thy noble courtesy, thou p\e^^e\\v^ 
Palmer grcLy," 
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The ring hatli caught the Lady's eye, 

views it close and near, 
Then might you hear her shriek aloud, " 1 

Morm^er is here 1 " 
Then might you see her start from sc 

uhile tears in torrents fcll^ 
But whether 'twas for joy or ^voc, the hu 

best can tell 

XJtXiX, 

But loud she utter'd thanks to Heaven, c 

cvcrj' saintly povver, 
That had returned the MoilngLV before 

midnight hour ; 
And luud she utler'd vow on vow^ that nc 

was there bridf , 
That had like her preserved her troth, 

been so sorely tried. 

XL. 

" Yes, here I claim the praise," she said, 

constant matrons due, 
Who keep the troth that Ihcv \va\ c v^v 
sfcf/fastly and true -, 
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For count the term howe'er you will, so that 

you count aright, 
Seven twelvemonths and a day are out when 

bells toll twelve to-night." 

XLI. 

It was Marstetten then rose up, his falchion 

there he drew, 
He kneePd before, the Moringer, and down 

his weapon 'threw ; 
" My oath and knightly faith are broke,'* 

these were the words he said, 
" Then take, my liege, thy vassal's sword, and 

take thy vassaFs head." 

XLII. 

The noble Moringer he smiled, and then 

aloud did say, 
"He gathers wisdom that hath roam'd seven 

twelvemonths and a day ; 
My daughter now hath fifteen years, fame 
speaks her sweet and fair, 
S^ive her for the bride you lose, ^xv^ iv^m^ 
/jcr for iny heir. 



THE N09LE MOHIKOER. 



toj 



** Tlie young bridegroom bath youthful hridcj 

the old bridegroom the old, 
Whose faith was kept till term and tide so 

punctually were told j 
But blessings on the warder kind that oped 

my castle gate. 
For had I come ac "morrow tide, I came a 

day too late/^ — 




, laems, *^ 




Or, Lgrd R(>nalii*t Coronach. 



" ^^ MOKE a rie^ ! O hone a rie* ! t 

t^ljO The pride of Albinos Unt: is O'cr, 
And hWn Glenartncys stateliest 
tree ; 
Wc ne'er shall see Loi-d Ronald more ! "— 

Oj sprung from great Macgillianore, 
The chief that never fcai-'d a foc^ 

How matchless was thy broad claymore^ 
How deadly thine unerring bow ! 

Well can the Saxon widows tell,"*" 

How, on the Teittfs resounding shore. 
The boldest Lowland wanioxs fe\\> 
As down from Lenny's pass ^omX^o^^- 

f See " NoteR.»» page -pi- 
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But o'er his hills, in festal day, 

How blazed Lord Ronald's beltane-tree,t 
While youths and maids the light strathspey 

So nimbly danced with Highland glee ! 

Cheer'd by the strength of Ronald's shell, 
E'en age forgot his tresses hoar ; 

But now the loud lament we swell, 
O ne'er to see Lord Ronald more ! 

From distant isles a chieftain came, 
The joys of Ronald's halls to find, 

And chase with him the dark-brown game 
That bounds o'er Albin's hills of wind. 

'Twas Moy ; whom in Columba's isle 
The seer's prophetic spirit found,t 

As, with a minstrel's fire the while. 

He waked his harp's harmonious sound. 

Full many a spell to him was known, 
Mlu'ch wandering spirits shrink lo \vcar ; 
IncI many a lay of potent tone, 
^^ ns never meant for mortal c:\y. 



or there, His said, in mystic mood, 
H igh converse with the dead they hold, 
And oft espy the fated shroud, 
That shall the future corpse enfold. 

O so it fell} that on a day, 

To rouse the red deer from their den, 
The Chiefs have ta'en their distant way, 

And scour'd the deep Glenlinlas glen. 

No vassals wait their sports to aid, 
To watch their safety, deck their board ; 

Their sun pie dress, the Highland |>laid, 
Their trusty guard, the Highland swonl. 

Three summer days, through brake and dc 
Their whistling shafts successful flow ; 

And still, when dewy evening fell. 
The quarry to their hut they drew. 

In grey Glenfinlas* deepest nook 

The soUtary cabin stood, 
Fast by Moneirsi's sullen brooV, 
Which munnurs throv\g\\ lW\. \o\\c\^j 
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Soft fell the night, the sky was calm, 
When three successive days had flown ; 

And summer mist in dewy balm 

Steep'd heathy bank, and mossy stone. 

The moon, half-hid in silvery flakes. 
Afar her dubious radiance shed, 

Quivering on Katrine's distant lakes, 
And resting on Benledi's head. 

Now in their hut, in social guise. 
Their sylvan fare the Chiefs enjoy ; 

And pleasure laughs in Ronald's eyes. 
As many a pledge he quaffs to Moy. 

— " What lack we here to crown our bliss. 
While thus the pulse of joy beats high ? 

What, but fair woman's yielding kiss, 
Her panting breath and melting eye ? 

" To chase the deer of yonder shades. 
This morning left their father's pile 
The fairest of our mountain maV^s, 
^he daughters of the proud G\^tv^'^\^» 
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** Long Ivave I sought sweet Mary's hearty 
And dropped the tear, and heaved the sigh ; 

But vain the lover's wily art, 
Beneath a s is ter^s watchful eye* 

" But tliou may'st teach that guardian fair, 
While far with Mary I am fiown, 

Of other hearts to cease her care, 
And find it hard to guard her own, 

" Touch but thy harp, thou soon shalt sec 

The lovely Flora of Glengyle, 
Unmindful of her charge and me, 

Hang on thy notes, 'twixt tear and smile. 

** Or, if she choose a melting tale, 
All underneath the greenwood bou.Ljh, 

Will good St. Oran*s rule prevail,t 
Stern huntsman of the rigid brow ? "— 

— " Since Enrick's fight, since Morna's dcatli, 

No more on me shall rapture y*\sc, 
Responsive to the panting breal\\, 
Or yielding kiss, or mcltmg eves. 
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P^ull three nights ago, by some secret foe, 
That gay gallant was slain. 

" The varying light deceived thy sight, 
And the wild winds drown'd the name ; 

For the Dryburgh bells ring, and the white 
monks do sing, 
For Sir Richard of Coldinghame I " 

He pass'd the court-gate, and he oped the 
tower-grate, 
And he mounted the narrow stair, 
To the bartizan seat, where, with maids that 
on her wait, 
He found his lady fair. 

That lady sat in mournful mood ; 

Look'd over hill and vale ; 
Over Tweed's fair flood, and Mertoun's wood,+ 

And all down Teviotdale. 

''jVoiv hail, now hail, thou \ad^ W\^\. V'- 
'^'A'^ir /j/ii'/, thou Baron true \ 
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What news, what ne^rs, fmm Ancrum fight ? 
What news from the bold Bucclcuch ? *'— 

'* The Ancnun moor is red with gore^ 

For many a southern fell ; 
And Bucclcuch has charged us, evermore, 

To watch our beacons well" — 

The lady blush*d red, but nothing she said ; 

Nor added the Baron a word : 
Then she stepped down the stair to her 
chamber fair, 

And so did her moody lord. 

In sleep the lady moum'd, and the Baron 
toss'd and turned. 
And oft to himself he said,-* 
"The worms around him creep, and his 
bloody grave is deep . . . . 
It cannot give up the dead ! *'— • 

It was near the ringing of mat'm-bcW, 
The night was well nigh done. 
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When a heavy sleep on that Baron fd 
On the eve of good St. John. 

The lady looked ihroi%^h tlie chamber 
By the light of a dying flame ; 

And she was aware of a knight stood 
Sir Richard of Coldinghame ! 

" A]aa I away, away t '' she cried, 
** For the holy Virgin's sake J " — 

'* Ladyj I know who sleeps by thy sid 
But, lady, he will not awake. 

" By Eildon tree, for long nights thre 
In bloody grave have I lain ; 

The mass and the death-prayer are 
But, lady, they are said in vain. 

" By the Baron's brand, near Twe< 
strand, 
Most foully slain, I fell ; 
And my restless sprite on the beacon" 
^ors space Is doom'd to dwell. 
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"At our trysting-place,t for a certain space, 

I must wander to and fro ; 
But I had not had power to cwne to thy 
bower, 

Had'st thou not conjured me so." — 

Love mastered fear — ^her brow she crossed ; 

" How, Richard, hast thou sped ? 
And art thou saved, or art thou lost ? " - 

The vision shook his head ! 

" Who spilleth life, shall forfeit life ; 

So bid thy lord believe : 
That lawless love is guilt above, 

This awful sign receive." 

He laid his left palm on an oaken beam : 

His right upon her hand ; 
The lady shrunk, and fainting sunk, 

For it scorched like a fiery brand. 

The sable score, of fingers four^ 
Remains on that board Vtw^x^^^^ % 
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And for evermore that lady wore 
A covering on her wrist 

There is a nun in Dryburgh bower,+ 
Ne'er looks upon the sun ; 

There is a monk in Melrose tower, 
He speaketh word to none. 

That nun, who ne'er beholds the day, 
That monk, who speaks to none — 

That nun was Smaylho'me's Lady gay 
That monk the bold Baron. 



m 



riEN princely Hamilton's abode 

Ennobled Cadyow's Gothic to\vcr>, 
The song went round, the goblet llo\v\l, 
And revel sped the laughing hours. 



Then, thrilling to the harp's gay sound, 
So sweetly rung each vaulted wall, 

And echoed light the dancer's bound, 
As mirth and music cheer'd the halL 

But Cadyow's towers, in ruins laid, , 
And vaults, by ivy mantled o'er. 

Thrill to the music of the shade, 
Or echo Evan's hoarser roar. 

Yet still, of Cadyow's faded fame, 
You bid me tell a minstrel tale. 

And tune my harp, of Border irarcv^, 
On the wild banks of EvandaVe, 

t See " Notes," page 33a. 
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For thou, from scenes of courtly pride, 
From pleasure's lighter scenes, canst turn, 

To draw oblivion's pall aside. 
And mark the long-forgotten urn. 

Then, noble maid ! at thy command. 
Again the crumbled halls shall rise ; 

Lo ! as on Evan's banks we stand. 
The past returns — the present flies. 

Where, with the rock's wood-cover'd side, 
Were blended late the ruins green. 

Rise turrets in fantastic pride, 
And feudal banners flaunt between : 

M'here the rude torrent's brawling course 
Was shagg'd with thorn and tangling sloe, 

The ashler buttress brave its force, 
And ramparts frown in battled row. 

' Tis night— the shade of keep and spire 
Obscurely dance on "Evaxv's ^U^^xa -, 
^^^nl on the wave the warder's ^tc 
^s chequering the mooivA\g\\X. >^^^^« 
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Tades slow tbeir light ; the east is grey ; 

The weary warder leaves his tower ; 
Steeds snort ; uncoupled stag-hounds bay, 
L And merry hunters quit the bower. 

The draw*bndgc fails— they hurry oat — 
Clatters each plank and swinging chain, 

Asj dashing o'er, the jovial rout 
Urge the shy steed, and slack the rein. 

First of his troop, the Chief rode on j+ 
His shoithriEr nif rry-men throng behind j 

The steed of princely Hamilton 
Was fleeter than the mountain wind. 

From the thick copse the roe-bucks bound, 
The startled red-deer scuds the plain, 

For the hoarse bugle's warrior sound 
Has roused their mountain haunts again. 

Through the huge oaks of Evandalc, 

Whose limbs a thousand years Vvtvxe \n^x\\, 
IVAat sullen roar comes dowtv t\ve ^;\\c. 
And drowns the hunter's peaWw^ \\ox\\^. 
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hy fills not Bothwellhaugh his place, 
till wont our weal and woe to sliar^ ? 
y comes he not our sport to grace ? 
A^hy shares he not our hunter's fare ? " — 

em Claud replied, with darkening face, 
(Grey Pasley's haughty lord was he,)t 
At merry feast ^ or buxom chase. 
No more the warrior shalt thou see* 

' Few suns have set since Woodhouselee 
Saw Bothwellhaugh's bright goblets foam, 

^Vhen to his hearths, in social glee, 
The war-worn soldier tum'd him home. 

* There, wan from her maternal throes, 

His Margaret, beautiful and mild, 
Sate in her bower, a pallid rose, 
And peaceful nursed her new-born child. 

* O change accursed ! past are those days ; 
FaJ5e Murray's ruthless spoWcis c^^wvc, 

nd, for the dearth's domestic Uazc, 
"Ascends destruction's voluvwc^X C .wwc. 
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" What sheeted phantom wanders wild, 
Where mountain Esk through woodland 

Her arms enfold a shadowy child — [flows, 
O ! is it she, the pallid rose ? 

" The wilder'd traveller sees her glide, 
And hears her feeble voice with awe— 

* Revenge,' she cries, * on Murray's pride 1 
And woe for injured Bothwellhaugh 1 ' "— 

He ceased — and cries of rage and grief 
Burst mingling from the kindred band. 

And half arose the kindling Chief, 
And half unsheathed his Arran brand. 

But who, o'er bush, o'er stream and rock. 
Rides headlong, with resistless speed. 

Whose bloody poniard's frantic stroke 
Drives to the leap his jaded steed ;t 

Whose cheek is pale, whose eye-balls glare, 
As one some vision'd si§\v\. \.\v^X s^'w, 
JVJiosc hands are bloody, looscVvx^'Vvalvtl — 
'Tis he ! 'tis he ! 'tis Bot\iNve\Vtv^>^^- 
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um goty sellc,"*" and reeling stccdj 
[ Sprung the fierce horseman wiih a bound, 
rid, reeking from the recent deed, 
He dash'd his carbine on the ground* 

Sternly he spokc^** 'Tis sweet to hear 
In good greenwood the bugle blown, 

But sweeter to revenge's ear, 
To drink a tyrant's dymg groan. 



1 



" Your slaughtered quarry proudly trod, 
At dawning morn, o'er dale and doivn, 

But prouder base-born Murray rode 
Through old Linlithgow^s crowded town. 



" From the wild Border's humbled side, 
In haughty triumph, marched he,t 

While Knox relaxed his bigot pride, 
And smiled, the traitorous pomp to sec. 

" But can stem power, with all his vaunt, 

Or pomp, with all her courtly gVate, 
TAe settled heart of vengeance dauYv\^, 
Or change the purpose of despa\v "^ 



140 BALLADS, POEMS, &e. 

" With hackbut bent, my secret stand,t 
Dark as the purposed deed, I chose, 

And mark'd, where, mingling in his band, 
Troop'd Scottish pikes and English bows. 

" Dark Morton, girt with many a spear,t 
Murder's foul minion, led the van ; 

And clash'd their broadswords in the rear, 
The wild Macfarlanes' plaided clan.t 

" Glencaim and stout Parkhead were nigh, 
Obsequious at their Regent's rein,t 

And haggard Lindesay's iron eye, 
That saw fair Mary weep in vain.t 

" 'Mid pennon'd spears, a steely grove. 
Proud Murray's plumage floated high ; 

Scarce could his trampling charger move. 
So close the minions crowded nigh, t 

" From the rais'd vizor's shade, his eye. 
Dark-rolling, glanced t\v^ tstivks along, 
And his steel trunclieon, vj^ve^ qtv\C\^, 
Sccm'd marshalling Oae Vtoxi \Nnxoxv^. 
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** But yet his saddcn*d brow confessed 
A passmg shade of doubt aad awe ; 

Some fiend was wliispcring in his breast, 
' Beware of injured Bothvvellhaugh ! ' 

** The death- shot pat t s — the charger s p 1 1 n :5s — 
Wild rises tumult's startling roar ! 

And Murray^s phimy hehnet rings ^ 
—Rings on the ground, to nsc no more. 

1 1 ** Wlxat joy the raptured youth can fceJj 
To hear her love the loved one tell^ 
Or he, who broaches on his steel 
The wolf, by whom his infant fell ! 

** But dearer to my injured eye 
To see in dust proud Murray roll ; 

And mine was ten times trebled joy, 
To hear him groan his felon soul. 

*' My Margaret^s spectre glided near ; 

With pnde her Weeding victim saw \ 
Andsbrjek'd in his death-deafened cev.Y, 
'J^emember injured BothwellV\3iv\^\v\' 
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" Then speed thee, noble Chatel'rault I 
Spread to the wind thy banner'd tree I 

Each warrior bend his Clydesdale bow J— 
Murray is fall'n, and Scotland free 1**— 

Vaults every warrior to his steed ; 

Loud bugles join their wild acclaim — 
" Murray is fall'n, and Scotland freed ! 

Couch, Arran! couch thy spear of flame l^- 

But, see ! the minstrel vision fails — 
The glimmering spears are seen no mor 

The shouts of war die on the gales, 
Or sink in Evan's lonely roar. 

For the loud bugle, pealing high, 
The blackbird whistles down the vale 

And sunk in ivied ruins lie 
The bannered towers of Evandale. 

For Chiefs, intent on bloody deed, 
And vengeance shouting o'er the sU 
I'O ! high-born Beauty rules the ste? 
Or graceful /rufdes the silken teu 
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T^akU\vhofetthcmin.treV.tak. 
•era ruder guest be known 
the fair banks of Evandale. 



r 



^i^6^ 



Tlie Gxav Bipotlier/ 



^^H£ Pope he was saying the high 
^TC mass. 

All on Saint Peter's day. 
With the power to him given, by the ! 
in heaven, 
To wash men's sins away. 

The Pope he was saying the blessed m; 

And the people kneel'd around, 
And from each man's soul his sins did ] 

As he kiss'd the holy ground. 

And all, among the crowded throng, 

Was still, both limb and tongue, 
While, through vaulted roof, and aisles 
The holy accents rung. 

f See "Notes," page 340. 
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Tthc holiest word he (iuiver*d for fcar» 
And faker^d in the sound— 
.nd, when he would the chalice rear, 
He dropped it to the ground* 

The breath of one of evil deed 

Pollutes our sacred day ; 
le has no portion in our creed, 

No part in what I say* 

A being, whom no blessed word 

To ghostly peace can bring ; 
V wretch, at whose approach abhorr'd, 

Recoils each holy thing. 

^ Up, up, unhappy ! haste, arise ! 

My adjuration fear ! 
[ charge thee not to stop my voice. 

Nor longer tarry here ! " — 

f\mid them all a pilgrim kneel'd, 

In gown of sackcloth gray ; 
"^ar journeying from his native ^e\^ 
He first saw Rome that day. 
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For forty days and nigfats so diear, 

I ween he had not spoke. 
And, save with bread and water dear, 

His fast he neer had broke. 

Amid the penitential flock, 

Seem'd none more bent to pray ; 

But, when the Holy Father spoke. 
He rose, and went his way. 

Again unto his native land 

His weary course he drew, 
To Lothian's fair and fertile strand. 

And Pentland's mountains blue. 

His unblest feet his native seat, 
'Mid Esk's fair woods, regain ; 

Thro' woods more fair no stream more swc 
Rolls to the eastern main. 

And lords to meet the pilgrim came, 

And vassals bent the knee ; 
/■'or all mid Scotland's cYvvds oll^^m^^ 
Was none more faitved xV^xvVe, 
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Rd boldly for his country j stiU, 
In battle he had stood, 
iy^ even when on the banks of Till 
Her noblest ponr'd their blood. 

iweet arc the paths, O passing aweet f 

By Esk^s fair streams that run, 
Vtr airy steep, through copsewood deep, 

Impervious to the sun. 

There the rapt poet's step may rove, 

And yield the muse the day ; 
There beauty, led by timid love, 

May shun the tell-tale ray ; 

•>om that fair dome, where suit is paid, 

By blast of bugle free,t 
To Auchendinny's hazel glade, 

And haunted Woodhouselee. 

Vho knows not Melville's bcechy grovc,+ 

And Roslin's rocky glen,t 
Dalkeith, which all the virtues \ove,^ 
And classic Hairthornden ? t 
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Yet never a path, from day to day, 

The pilgrim's footsteps range. 
Save but the solitary way 

To Bumdale's ruin'd grange. 

A woeful place was that, I ween. 
As sorrow could desire ; [wall, 

For, nodding to the fall was each crumbling 
And the roof was scathed with fire. 

It fell upon a summer's eve, 

While, on Carnethy's head. 
The last faint gleams of the sun's low beams 

Had streak'd the gray with red ; 

And the convent-bell did vespers tell, 

Newbattle's oaks among, 
And mingled with the solemn knell 

Our Ladye's evening song : 

The heavy knell, the choir's faint swell, 
Cnnic slowly down tVve wirvd. 
And on the pilgrim's ear \\ve^' icV\, 
As his wonted path lie d\d ^^^. 



> 
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lep sunk in thought, I ween ho WtXSj 
Nor ever raised his eye, 
Until he came to that dreary place, 
Which did all in ruins he< 



He gazed on the walls, so scathed with firc^ 

With many a bitter groan— 
And there was aware of a Gray Friai', 

ResUng him on a stone* 

" Now, Christ thee save I " said the Gray 
Brother ; 

" Some pilgrim thou seemest to be."— 
But in sore amaze did Lord Albert gaze, 

Nor answer again made he. 

** O come ye from east, or come ye from west, 
Or bring reliques from over the sea, 

Or come ye from the shrine of St. James the 
Or St. John of Beverly ? " — [di\ inc, 

'* I come not from the shrine oi ^a\w^s 'Cvx^ 

divine. 
Nor bring reliques from over \.\vc se-ix % 
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I bring but a curse from our father, the Pope, 
Which for ever will cling to me.'' — 

" Now, woeful pilgrim, say not so ! 

But kneel thee down by me, 
And shrive thee so clean of thy deadly sin, 

That absolved thou ma/st be." — 

'* And who art thou, thou Gray Brother, 

That I should shrive to thee, 
When He, to whom are given the keys of 
earth and heaven, 

Has no power to pardon me ? " — 

" O I am sent from a distant clime, 

Five thousand miles away, 
And all to absolve a foul, foul crime. 

Done here 'twixt night and day." — 

The pilgrim kneel'd him on the sand. 

And thus begun his saye — 
When on his neck an ice-cold Vvand 
^/d that Gray Brother laye. 



EeUveUs'ftJ 



' CLIMB'D the dark brow of the migbfy 
Hdvellyn, 
Lakes and mountains beneath mc 
glcam*d misty nnd wklej 

wm stiil, save by Jits, wlicn the eagle was 
yelling, . 

nd starting around me the echoes 
replied. 

the right, Striden-edge round the Rccl- 
tam was bending, 

I Catchedicam its left verge was defend- 
ing, 

i huge nameless rock in the front was 
ascending, 

/hen I mark'd the sad spoX \n\v^x^ 'C^cv^ 
wanderer had died% 

t See " Notes,** page -j^v 




Dark green was that spot mid the brown 

mountain-heather, 
Where the Pilgrim of nature lay stretch'd |^ 

in decay, 
Like the corpse of an outcast abandon'd to 

weather, 
Till the mountain-winds wasted tlie 

tenantless clay. 
Not yet quite deserted, though lonely 

extended, 
For, faithful in death, his mute favourite 

attended. 
The much-loved remains of her master 

defended. 
And chased the hill-fox and the raven 

away. 



I low long didst thou think that his silence 
was slumber ? 
When the wind waved his garment, how 
oft didst thou staW^ 
I/oiv many lor\g days axY^i \otv^ >n^^'5. eCv^'^N. 
thou number, 
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Ere lie faded before thee, the friend of thy 

heart ? 
ftd, oh, was it meet, that,^— no requiem read 

O'er him,— 
•To raother to weepi and no friend to deplore 

hii«, — 
And thou, Httle guardianj alone stretched 
before him, — 
Unhonour'd the Pilgrim from life should 
depart? 

When a Prince to the fate of the Peasant has 
yielded, 
The tapestry waves dark round the dim- 
lighted hall; 
With scutcheons of silver the coffin is 
shielded, 
And pages stand mute by the canopied 
pall: 
Through the courts, at deep midniglit, llic 

torches are gleaming ; 
fn the proudly-arch'd chapel \.\\c \:):v.v\v\^x^ 
beaming ; 
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Far adown the long aisle sacred music is 
streaming, 
Lamenting a Chief of the people should 
fall. 

But meeter for thee, gentle lover of nature, 
To lay down thy head like the meek 
mountain lamb 
When, wilder'd, he drops from some cliff 
huge in stature, 
And draws his last sob by the side of his 
dam. 
And more stately thy couch by this desert 

lake lying, 
Thy obsequies sung by the grey plover flying, 
With one faithful friend but to witness thy 
dying, 
In the arms of Hellvellyn and Catchedicam. 



^ 




Mi«e^ 



I 



OPEN the door, some pity to show, 
Ir Keen blows the northern wind ; 
The glen is white with thr drifted 
And the path is hard to find- [snow, 

* No Outlaw seeks your castle gate, 
From chasing the King's deer, 

Though even an Ouilaw*s wretched state 
Might claim compassion here. 

^ A weary Palmer, worn and weak, 

I wander for my sin ; 
O, open, for Our Lady's sake I 

A pilgrim's blessing win ! 

" ril give you pardons from the Pope, 
And reliques from o'er thc^tav— 
Or if for these you will not ope, 
y^t open for charity. 



I^ 
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" The hare is crouching in her tol 
The hart beside the hind ; 

An aged man, amid the storm j 
No sheher can 1 find. 



I 



** You hear the EttricVs sullen roar 
Dark, deep, and strong is he, 

And I must ford the Ettrlck o'ctj 
Unless you pity me. 

*' The iron gate is bolted hardj 
At which I knock in vain ; 

The owner's heart is closer barr'd, 
Who hears me thus complain, 

*' Farewell, farewell 1 and Mary gra 
When old and frail you be, 

You never may the shelter wantj 
That's now denied to me,^' 



/ 



The Ranger on his couch lay warm. 
And heard him plead m \;i.vrL \ 
But oft amid Decembers stQtm, 
Hell hQOr that voice aga\n: 




irben 











Tfco Maid Qf •Soidpatli.' 

LOVERS' eyes are sharp to see, 

And lovers' ears in hearing ; 
And love, in life's extremity. 
Can lend an hour of cheering. 
Disease had been in Mary's bower. 
And slow decay from mourning, 
Though now she sits on Neidpath's towe 
To watch her love's returning. 

All sunk and dim her eyes so bright, 
Her form deca/d by pining. 

Till through her wasted hand, at nigt 
You saw the taper shining ; 

By fits, a sultry hectic hue 
Across her check was flying ; 

By fits, so ashy pale she grew, 
Her maidens thought her d^V^v 

/ Sec "Notes," page 3U. 
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keenest powers to see atid lic^r, 
cmW in her frame residing ; 
re the watch-dog prickVl his ear, 
le heard her lover's riding ; 
scarce a distant form was ken'd, 
le knew, and waved to ^cct him j 
o*er the battlement did bend^ 
\ on the wing to meet him* 

:ame — he pass'd— an heedless gazci 
i o^er some stranger glancing ; 
welcome, spoke in faltering phrase, 
»st in his courser's prancing- 
castle arch, whose hollow tone 
;tums each whisper spoken, 
d scarcely catch the feeble moan, 
hich told her heart w£ls broken. 



>@^ 



Jgfe^LL joy was bereft me the day that you 
^fH left me, 

And climb'd the tall vessel to sail yor 
wide sea ; 
O weary betide it I I wandered beside it, 
And bann'd it for parting my Willie ar 
me. 

Far o'er the wave hast thou followed 

fortune, 
Oft fought the squadrons of France an 

Spain ; 
Ac kiss of wclcomQ;s worth twenty at 

^o\v I hae gotten my Willie a^^xuv 



sky it was mirk, and the winds 
[loy were wailing, 
Sftt on the Leach wi' the tear in my cc, 
kthoiigUt o* ilic bark where my Willie 
■ ivas sailing, 

Wd wished that ihc tempest could a' blaw 
on mc. 

W that thy gallmt ship rides at her 

mooring-, 
Tow that my wandei'cr's in safety at 

hamcj 
sic to me were the wildest winds* roaring, 
'hat e'er tfer Inch- Keith <irove the dark 

ocean faem, 

len the lights they did blaze, and the guns 

they did rattle, 
Lnd blithe was each heart for the great 

victory, 
secret I wept for the dangers o\\itc\.NX^> 
nd thy glory itself was scarce cotcv^ox^. v^^ 
me. 



tovets. vvetai*^^" 
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come, from sweeping o'er sea aiiU through 

channel, 
;ardships and danger despising for fame, 
nishing story for glory's bright annal, 
/elcomcj my wanderer, to Jeanie and 

hame! 

mgh now thy story in annals of glory • 
las humbled the pride of France, Holland, 

and Spain \ 
more shak thou grieve me, no more shalt 

thou leave mc^ 
never will part with my Willie again* 



Om the Ma§§acipe of 0Mgc 



»c:i N <n^ 




TELL me, Harper, wherefore fl( 
Thy wayward notes of wail 
woe, 
Far down the desert of Glencoe, 

Where none may list their melody? 
Say, harp'st thou to the mists that fly, 
Or to the dun deer glancing by, 
Or to the eagle that from high 

Screams chorus to thy minstrelsy?" 
" No, not to these, for they have rest, — 
The mist-wreath has the mountain- crest, 
The stag his lair, the erne her nest, 

Abode of lone security. 
But those for whom I pour the lay, 
Not wild-wood deep, nor mountain grey 
^^ot this deep dell, that shrouds ixom ds 
Could screen from trcacVto\xs ct\j 



y ON THE MASSACRE OF QLEKCOE. iG^ 

KThdr flag was ftirrd, and mute tbeur drum, 
^le very household dogs were dumb, 
Unwont to bay at guests that come 

In gutsc of hospitaUty. 
His blithest notes the piper plied, 
Her gayest snootl the maiden tied, 
The dame her distaff flung aside, 
To tend her kindly housewifery, 

'* The hand that mingled in the meal, 
At midnight drew the felon steel. 
And gave the host's kind breast to feci 

Meed for his ho5|)itahty ! 
The friendly hearth which warm'd that hand, 
At midnight arm'd it with the brand 
That bade destruction's flames expand 

Their red and fearful blazonry. 

** Then woman^s shriek was heard in vain, 

Nor infancy's unpitied plain, 

More than the warrior's gtovm, cov^\ '^-"^^"^^ 

Respite from ruthless bu\.c\\e\-^ \ 
he winter wind that \v\\isV\cd sW^\^. 



i66 



BALLADS. POBiS^ Ae. 



The snows that night that cloaked the hill, 
Though wild and pitiless^ had still 
Far more than southron demency. 

^' Long have my harp's best notes been gone, 
Few are its strings, and faint their tone, 
They can but sound in desert lone 

Their grey-hair'd master's misery. 
Were each grey hair a minstrel string, 
Each chord should imprecations fling. 
Till startled Scotland loud should ring, 

' Revenge for blood and treachery ! ' " 




f aPOweM to Mackc.ftKu>, 



I 



HIGH CH!EF OF KtNTAlL-t 

VKOK Till CiAlEUC^t 



ftfAREWELL to Mackennelli, great Ead 

M of the North; 

The Lord of Lochcarron^ Glenshicl, and 
Seaforth ; 

t)ie Chieftain this morning his course who 
began, 

aundiing forth on the billows his bark like 
a swan. 

or a far foreign land he has hoisted his sail, 

arewell to Mackenzie, High Chief of Kin- 
tail! 

swift be the galley, and hardy her crew, 
^ ay her Captain be skilful, her ncvmtvcxs Vxw*^ 

f Sec "Notes." page 3 AS- 
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In danger undaunted, unwearied by toil, 
Though the whirlwind should rise, and tl 

ocean should boil : 
On the brave vessel's gunnel I drank 1 

bonail,t 
And farewell to Mackenzie, High Qiief 

Kintail. 

Awake in thy chamber, thou sweet southla 

gale ! 
Like the sighs of his people, breathe soft 

his sail ; 
Be prolonged as regret, that his vassals m 

know. 
Be fair as their faith, and sincere as tt 

woe: 
Be so soft, and so fair, and so faithful, sw 

gale, 
Wafting onward Mackenzie, High Chief 

Kintail ! 

J^c his pilot experienced, and truslY,2LYvdv 
'^o measure the seas and to study xVvc sV 



FAREWELL TO MACKEKZl£. i6g 

be hoist all his canvas from stieamer to 
■ deck, 
t) i crowd it higher when waftbg him 

back — 
the cliflfs of Skooroora, and Gonan's glad 

vale, 
,11 welcome Mackenzie, High Chief of Kin- 
tail? 



VjJ|g>^f^ 



i 




Jack o' Ea3g©Meaa/ 

Air— 'M Border Melody,"* 
I. 

I H Y weep ye by the tide^ lad 
Why weep ye by the tide 
ni wed ye to my youngest 
And ye sail be his bride : 
And ye sail be his bride, ladie, 

Sae comely to be seen" — 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 
For Jock o' Hazeldean. 

II. 
" Now let this wilful grief be done, 

And dry that cheek so pale ; 
Young Frank is chief of Errington, 

And lord of Langley-dale ,• 
His step is first in peaceful ha\ 
His sword in battle keen'*— 

f See " Notes,*' pas^ 3A^- 



chain otgoWl-^^i,. 

s^^^^ "f^r:;. Stars do.- f*' 




fihmQh of BeaaM Blitt.' 

Air—" Piohair o/Donnil Dhuidk" 

flBROCH of Donuil Dhu, 
Pibroch of Donuil, 
Wake thy wild voice anew, 
Summon Clan-Coniiil. 
Come away, come away, 
Hark to the summons I 
Come in your war array. 
Gentles and commons. 

Come from deep glen, and 
From mountain so rocky, 

The war-pipe and pennon 
Are at Inverlochy. 

Come every hill-plaid, aT\d 
True heart that wears owe, 

/ Sec " Notes," pape 3^6. 
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Come every steel blade, and 

Strong hand that bears one. 
Leave untended the herd, 

The flock without shelter ; 
Leave the corpse uninterr'd, 

The bride at the altar ; 
Leave the deer, leave the steer, 

Leave nets and barges : 
Come with your fighting gear, 

Broadswords and targes. 

Come as the winds come, when 

Forests are.rended ; 
Come as the waves come, when 

Navies are stranded : 
Faster come, faster come, 

Faster and faster. 
Chief, vassal, page and groom, 

Tenant and master. 
Fast they come, fast they come ; 

See how they gather I 
Wide waves the eagle plume, 

Blended with heal\vw. 




BALLADS, POEMS 

Cast your plaids, draw ; 

Forward each man sc 
Pilxodi of Donml Dha 

Kndl for the onset ! 



-^SfS* 



^ 






i 



HE m<Mn's on the lake, and the mist*s 

on the brae, 
And the Clan has a name that is name- 
less by day ; 
Then gather, gatherj gather, Gregalach I 
Gather, gather^ gather, &g» 



jr signal for fightj that from monarchs we 

drew, 
ust be heard but by night in our vengeful 
haloo ! 
Then haloo, Gregalach ! haloo, Grega- 
lach ! 
Haloo, haloo, haloo, Gregalach, &c. 

t See "Notes," pa^t-iM. 



.w vassal and to'^', 

^^^°'^' ...courage, courage, G«0 
courage, W^^'^Se, . 

Ittheyrotous 

^"^'l.to*eftame,arva*efle3 

rive their roofs w 

the eagles le,ve.g« 
Thenvengea'i«> 

G,egala^^'- e,venEeaBCC, 

vengeance. '^"^ 

•« fee fo^^*'** 
,K/»7.r/.er.'s leaves .nl^ 

o/, the river. 
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regor, despite them] shall flourish for 

ever 1 

ome then, Grcgalachj come iheiij Grc- 

galach, 

Dme then, come then, come thefi^ &c, 

gh the depths of Loch Katrine the 9tced 
shall career, 

le peak of Ben- Lomond the galley shall 
steer. 

tie rocks of Craig Royston like icicles 
melt, 

XT wrongs be forgot, or our vengeance 
unfelt I 

hen gather, gather, gather, Gregalach ! 
lather, gather, gather, &c. 



IS^ 




Air—*' CJm till mi tuille** 
["We return no more.") 

f ACLEOD'S wizard flag from the grey 
castle sallies, ' 
The rowers are seated, unmoored are 
the galleys ; 
Gleam war-axe and broadsword, clang target 

and quiver, 
As Mackrimmon sings, " Farewell to Dun- 
vegan for ever ! 
Farewell to each cliff, on which breakers are 

foaming ; 
Farewell, each dark glen, in which red deer 
are roaming ; 

t See "NoU>;' p^s^^^l- 
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ire well, lonely Skve, to lake, mountain, 
and iivei" j 
Madeod may return, but Mackrimmon shall 
never [ 

*' Farewell the bright clouds that on (Juillan 

arc sleeping ; 
Farewell the bright eyes m the Dun that ^rc 

weeping ; 
To each minstrel delusion, farewell !— and 

for ever^-» 
Mackrimmon departs, to return to }'ou 

never I 
The Banshees wild voice sings the death- 
dirge before me, 
The pall of the clead for a mantle hangs o'er 

me; 
But my heart shall not flag, and my nerves 

shall not shiver, 
Though devoted I go—to return again never I 

"Too oft shall the notes of MacVvwww'^'^^ • 
bewailing ; 
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^Bc heard whea the Gael on their exile are 

sailing ; 
Dear land t lo the shores, whence unwiEing 

we sever, 
Return— retura— return— shaJi we never ! 

" Cha tillj cha till^ cha till sin tuille 1 
" Cha till, cha till, cha till sin tuilk, ■ 

'' Cha till, cha till, cha till si a tuille^ ^ 

** Gen Uiiliis Maclcod, cha till Mackrimmon !" 



H 







Dona id Cafnfs come ngyiin / 
Donald Caird*s come again / 
Tell the news in brugh andglen^ 
Donald Caird^s come again / 

Ronald CAIRDt can mt and sing, 
B Blithely dance the Hieland fling, 
Drink till the gudeman be blind 
leech till the gudewife be kind ; 
oop a leglin, clout a pan, 
r crack a pow wi' ony man ; 
ell the news in brugh and glen, 
onald Caird's come agaxiv. 
Donald Caird^ s come again* 
^onaM Caird's come again I 



BALLADS, POCMS, A<^ 
Ttil th£ Hems im brMgk amdgim, 



Donald Caird ctn wire a maukts. 
Kens lh« wiles d dun deer staiddn^ 
Leisters kippcfj makes a sMft 
To shoot a mnir-fowl in the driil ; 
Water-bailiffs, rajigers, keepers. 
He can wauk when they arc sleepers ; 
Not for bountith or reward 
Dare ye meU wi* Donald Caird, 
Donald Cairtfs com£ again / 
Dmmid Caird^s come again / 
Car the bag^pipes hum amaifi^ 
Donald Catrd^s c me again. 



Donald Caird can drink a gill 
Fast as hostler-wife can fill ; 
Ilka ane that sells gude liquor 
Kens how Donald bends a bicker ; 
When he's fou he's stout awd sacvic-j, 
^'ccps the cantlQ of the causey •, 
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lighUnd cliicf and Lowland laird, 
Maun gie room to Donald Caird ; 
Dona id Ccurd's cmm ^t-^ain / 
Donald Cami'^s come again / 
TcH Ike news in brttgh and git n^ 
Donaid Ctiird^s cmne again. 



Stcek the amric, lock the kist. 
Else some gear may wcci be mist, 
Donald Caird fmds orra tlungs 
Where Allan Gregor fand the tings ; 
Dunts of kebbeck, tails of woo, 
Whiles a hen and whiles a sow, 
Webs or duds frae hedge or yard — 
*Ware the wuddie, Donald Calrd \ 

Dana/d Giird^s come again / 

Donald Cainfs come again I 

D/nna let the Shirra km 

Donald Caird' s come again. 

On Donald Caird l\\e doom ^^^ '^^.^"^^^'' 
Craig to tether, legs to 2i\tTv \ 



I 
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But Donald Caird wi' mickle stutiyj" 
Caught the gift to cheat the ^iiddie j.j 
Kings of aim, and bolts of stcd, 
FeU like ice frac hand and heel ! 
Watch the sheep in fauld and glcn^ 
Donald Caird^s come again I 
Dmald Caird' J come again / 
Donald diird's €0me again / 
Dinna lei the Justice ken 
Dmald Caird's come again ! 



te Sua 

Air—*' Rimhin aittiti 'sitt tn& fir ft."' 




jfHE sun Upon the Weirdlaw Hill, 

In Etirick*s Vc%le, is sinking sweet ; 
The wesUand wind is hush and still, 
The lake lies sleeping at my feet 
Vet not the landscape to mine eye 

Bears those bright hnes that ence it bore ; 
Though evening, with her richest dye, 
Flajnes o'er the hills of Et trick's shore. 

With listless look along the plain, 
I see Tweed's silver current glide, 

And coldly mark the holy fane 
Of Mehrose rise in ruin'd i^ndft. 

The quiet lake, the balmy a.\t, 
The hiU, the stream, \iie \ovI^^,^:^^'^^^^^ 
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Are they still such as once they were, 
Or is the dreary change in me ? 

Alas, the warp'd and broken board, 

How can it bear the painter's dye ! 
The harp of strain'd and tuneless chord. 

How to the minstrel's skill reply ! 
To aching eyes each landscape lowers," 

To feverish pulse each gale blows chill ; 
And Araby's or Edcn*§ bowers 

Were barren as this moorland hill. 



^m^ 



^^^^ The 

^^K Alii'—" YmdiUth Mi'C'H^^'* 

HEN the heathen, trumpet's clang 
Round beleagucr*d Chester rang, 
Veiled Dun and friar grey 
Marcli'd from Bangor's fair Abbayc ; 
High their holy anthem soundSi 
Ccstria's vale the hymn roboimdSj 
Floating down the sylvan DeCj 
miscrerf^ Domim / 

On the long procession goes, 
Glory round their-crosses glows, 
And their Virgin-mother mild 
In their peaceful batSnex sccv\V^^ \ 

t Sc« *' Notes," v««^ "i^^l- 
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Who could think such saintly band 
Doom'd to feel unhallow'd hand? 
Such was the Divine decree, 

O miserere f Domine ! 

Bands that masses only sung, 
Hands that censers only swung, 
Met the northern bow and bill, 
Heard the war-cry wild and shrill : 
Woe to BrockmaePs feeble hand. 
Woe to Olfrid's bloody brand, 
Woe to Saxon cruelty, 

miserere^ Domine i 

Weltering amid warriors slain, 
Spurned by steeds with bloody mane, 
Slaughtered down by heathen blade, 
Bangor's peaceful monks are laid : 
Word of parting rest unspoke, 
Mass unsung, and bread uivbroke ; 
ror their souls for charity, 

S/ug-, ?mserere^ Doinin 




[the monks of BAMaOR'S MARQH. 189 

iangor I o'er the murder wail ! 
.ong thy ruins told the talc, 
Ihatter'd towers and broken arch 
.ong recaird the woful march : t 
}n thy shrine no tapers burn, 
Fever shall thy priests return ; ^ 
'he pilgrim sighs and sings for thee, 



\ 
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^N Ettnck Forest's mountains dun, 
'Tis blithe to hear the sportsman's gun, 
And seek the heath-frequenting brood 
Far through the noon-day solitude ; 
By many a cairn and trenched mound, 
Where chiefs of yore sleep lone and sound, 
And springs, where grey-hair'd shepherds 

tell, 
That still the fairies love to dwell. 

Along the silver streams of Tweed, 
'Tis blithe the mimic fly to lead, 
When to the hook the salmon springs. 
And the line whistles througtv iVv^ tvu^s ; 
^^e boiling eddy see him Xty^ 
^^^e73 dashing from the cuvrcu\. Vv\^>^^ 
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Till watchful eye and cautious hand 
Have led his tt'asted strength to land* 

'Tis blithe along the midnight tide, 
With stalwart ann the boat to guide ; 
On high the dazzling blaze to rear, 
'And heedful phingc the barbed spear ; 
Rock J wood J and scaur, emerging bright, 
Fling on the stream their ruddy light, 
And from the bank our band appears 
Like Genii, arm'd with fiery spears, 

*Tis blithe at eve to tell the tale, 
How we succeed, and how we fail, 
Whether at Alwyn's t lordly nleal, 
Or lowlier board of Ashesteel ; t 
While the gay tapers cheerly shine, 
Bickers the fire, and flows the wine- 
Days free from thought, and nights from 

care. 
My blessing on the Forest fair \ 



T&e Maid of Ma. 

Air-" Tk€ Maid qf IsUt," 



MAID of Isla, from the clifT, 
; That looks on troubled ware and 
sky, 

Dost thou not see yon little skiff 
Contend with ocean gallantly ? 
Now beating 'gainst the breeze and surge. 
And steep'd her leeward deck in foam. 
Why does she war unequal urge.?— 
O, Isla's maid, she seeks her home. 



O, Isla's maid, yon sea-bird mark, 
Her white wing gleams through mist and 
spray, 
Against the storm-cloud, lovjetitv^ dark, 
As to the rock she wl^ee\s scwa^ v— 



MAID OF ISLA. 

Where clouds are dark and billows rave, 
Why to the shelter should she come 

Of cliff, exposed to wind and wave ? — 
O, maid of Isla, 'tis her home. 
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As breeze and tide to yonder skiff, 

Thou'rt adverse to the suit I bring. 
And cold as is yon wintry cliff, 

Where sea-birds close their wearied wing. 
Yet cold as rock, unkind as wave, 

Still, Isla's maid, to thee I come ; 
For in thy love, or in his grave. 

Must Allan Vourich find his home. 



Vtjp^ 



iaIKftfty of aa £ufa&t 6& 



[•* Sleep 00 tmdAy."J 



J 



SHUSH thee, my babie, thy sii 
; a knight, 
Thy moiher a lady, both loVel 
bright ; 
Ihc woods and the glens, from the I 

which we sec, 
They all are belonging, dear babie, to 1 
tl ho ro, i ri ri, cadul gu lo, 
O ho ro, i ri rij &c. 



O, fear not the bugle, though loudly it I 
It calls but the warders that guar^ 
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h bows would be bended, their blades 

wguld be red| 
the siep of a foemaa draws near to thy 
bed, 
ho ro, i ri ri, &c* 

itL 
lush theej my bftbie> the time soon will 

come, 
en thy sleep shall be broken by trumpet 

and drum, 
in husb thee, my darling, take rest while 

you may, 
strife comes with manhood, and waking 

with day. 
ho ro, i ri ri, &c. 



^ 



Thid Eeturn to Ulster. 

-r, f *^« *^ m 

[NCE again,— but how changed since 
my wand'rings began — 
I have heard the deep voice of the 
Lagan and Bann, 
And the pines of Clanbrassil resound to the 

roar, 
That wearies the echoes of fair TuUamore. 
Alas! my poor bosom, and why should'st 

thou bum ! 
With the scenes of my youth can its raptures 

return ? 
Can I live the dear life of delusion again, 
That flow'd when these echoes first mix'd with 
my strain ? 

// 1V3S then that around me, lYiovAgVv ^oox ^xi\ 
unknown^ 




THE RETURN TO ULSTER T97 

h spells of mysterious enchanlment were 

thrown ; 
: streams were of silverj of diamond the 

dew, 
f land was an Eden, for fancy was new» 
id heard of our bards, and my soul was on 

iire 
:hc rush of their verse, and the sweep of 

their lyre : 
me 'twas not legend, nor tale to the 

ear, 
a vision of noontide,^ distinguished and 

clear. 

onia's old heroes awoke at the call, 

1 renew'd the wild pomp of the chase and 

the hall ; 
I the standard of Fion flash'd fierce from 

on high, 
e a burst of the sun when the tempest 1-=. 

nighA 
em'd that the harp oi ^xe^^ ^^^^'^ 
more 



O'CvO 




cet^* 



:i^^ 






\ 



Had been but* 
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ould it had been so,*-- not then this 

poor heart 
karn'd the sad lesson, to love and to 

part 1 
bear, unassisted, its burthen of care, 
iile I toil'd for the wealth I had no one to 

share* 
t then had I said, when Ufe's summer wag 

done, 
1 t!ic hours of her auUimn were fast 

speeding on, 
ake the fame and the riches ye brought in 

your train, 
d restore me the dream of my spring-tide 

again." 



ON THE UPTING OV THK BANNBR OF THE 

IlurSE OP BUCCLBUCH, AT A GREAT FOOT'-BAU. MATCS 

OX CAKTBXHAUGB. 



§ROM the brown crest of Newark its 
summons extended. 
Our signal is waving in smoke and in 
flame ; 
And each forester blithe from his mountain 
descending, 
Bounds light o'er the heather to join in the 
game. 

CHORUS. 

Then up luiih the Banner ^ let forest winds 

fan her^ 
She has blazed over Ettrick eight ages and 

more; 
y>/ s/0r/ we'll attend her^ in battle de/end Ker^ 
/^//^ //ear/af/J with hand, like our Jatkers 




the Southern invader spread^* waste 

and disorder, 
1 the glance of her crescents he paused 

and withdrew, 
around them were marshatrd the pride 

of the Border, 
*he Flnwrr^ of the Forcsl, the Bands of 

BUCCLEUCH. 

Then up with the Banner^ dr*c. 

stripling's weak hand to our revel has 

borne her, 
lo mail-glove has grasp'd her, no spear- 
men surround ; 
ere a bold foeman should scathe or should 

scorn her, 
L thousand true hearts would be cold on 
the ground. 

Then up with the Banner^ &*e, 
f 
forget each contention of cWiV dVss^xvsvotv. 
id hail, like our brelV\ret\, Wonv^ 
Douglas, and Car ; 



1^1 



1 nen up with the Banner ^ &*c. 

Then strip, lads, and to it, though shaq 
the weather, 
And if, by mischance, you should hap] 
to fall, 
There are worse things in life than a turn 
on heather. 
And life is itself but a game at foot-ball 
Then up with the BanMer^ &*c» 

And when it is over, we^ drink a Uii 
measure 
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rest sti]) Nourish, both Borough 
,aiidward» 

hall of the Peer to the Herd's 
neuk ; 

my brave hearts, for Buccleltch 
is standard; 

Cing and the Country, the Clan 
he Duke f 

CHORUS. 

ith the Banner, let forest winds 

cr, 

zed over Ettrick eight ages and 

> 

U attend her^ in battle defend her, 
and with hand, like our fathers 



Boaf, 



FOR Tim A»M1VUffiAK¥ UEETINC MP TMtt NTT C 
OF SCOTLABftf, 



1 



F^ 



DREAD was the timCj and more 
dreadful the omen, 
When the brave on Marengo lay 
slaughtered in vain. 
And, beholding broad Europe bow^ down 
by their foemen, 
Put closed in his anguish the map of her 
reign ! 
Not the fate of broad Europe could bend Ids 

brave spirit ^HflH 

To take for his country the salely of' 
shame ; 
O, then in her triumpTi remcmbtT \v\^ \i\erit-j 
And hallow the goblet tV\at fto^^ Vo '^e^ 
name. 




SQHOh 

and the husband ma n^s head, v^ 

traces the fitrrow, 
rtic misU of the winter may ming; 

rain, 
may plough it witli labour, and si 

sorrow, 
^d sigh while he fears he has sov 
may die ere his children shall : 

their gladness, 
Jut the blithe harvest-home sh 

member his claim ; 
d their jubilee-shout shall be s« 

with sadness, 
Vhile they hallow the goblet that f 

his name. 

ough anxious and timeless his life ' 

pended, 
n toils for our country preserved 

care, 
ough he died ere one ray o'cv 0\q. 

ascended, \ 

> light the Ions darkT\ess o^ ^ 




be ^^ 



Tlxe «t^^, 



ln1»er 









iead.'***' 



t'^"""^"*"^ 






to soul 
shout 



ed ^^ 



success 



tribute t° 
Though ^ 
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ag^aiR fill the winc-ciipj and change the 

sad measure, 
he rites of our grief and our gratitude 

paid, 
our Prince, to our Heroes, devote the 

bright treasure J 
he wisdom that planned, and the zeal that 

obeyed ! 
Wellington's cup till it beams like his 
t glory, 
orget not our own brave Dalhousie and 

GRiEME; 
iousand years hence hearts shall bound 

at their story, 
wnd hallow the goblet that flows to their 

fame. 



\^8^« 
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.\ to 



sveto 



L\esi 












d; 



'sfrovo 






'^^^^'"'ila^tS^•'^' 



i\ue^^ 






And? 



I See ' 



^ovc"^ 



v^^^ 
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1 f ever breath of British gale 

Shall fan th€ tri-color, 
Or footstep of invader rude. 
With rapine foul, and red with blobS 

Pollute our happy shore, — 

Then farewell home ! and farewell frii 

Adieu each tender tie I 
Resolved, ive mingle in the tide, 
Where charging squadrons furious rid 

To conquer, or to die. 

To horse t to horse f the sabres glean 

High sounds our bugle call ; 

Combined by honour's sacred tie, 

Our word is Laws and Liberty I 

March forward, one and all J 



Tbe Last WoHi of Cae 

kiR—** Dafydd y Gamg-nuen 
[" David of the White Rock". 



|INAS EMLINN, lament, fo 
ment is nigh, 
When mute in the woodlai 
echoes shall die ; 
No more by sweet Teivi Cadwall 

rave, 
And mix his wiM »*-*-- 



.„. POEMS' «-•=■ 

t^iat sung' 

L proud S«o«f«>'* 

faiae' 
,»^.„ /,.If of their cUatm 
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rhcn adieu^ silver Ttivi ! I quit thy lovec 
scene, 
l*Io join the dim choir of the bards who have 

been ; 
With Lewarch, and Meilor, and Merlin th( 

old, 
And sngc Taliesstn^ high harping to hold 

And adieUj Dmas Emlinn ! still green be th) 

shades, 
Unconquer*d thy warriors, and matchless th) 

maids ! 
And thou, whose faint warblings my weak 

ness can tell, 
Farewell, my loved Harp ! my last treasure 

farewell 1 



IT 




tto '®'**'" 



Tbeie are 

-,w'd glances wi» 

plutne. 
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The ram i^ descending ; the wind rises loud ; 
, And the moon her red beacon has veil'd with 
f a cloud I 

I 'Tis the better^ my mates ! for the ivarder's 
dull eye [are nigh. 

Shall in confidence slumber, nor dream wc 

Our steeds are impatient ! I hear my blithe 
Grey! 

There is life in his hoof-clangj and liope in 
his neigh ; 

Like the flash of a meteor^ the glance of his 
mane 

Shall marshal your march through the dark- 
ness and rain. 

The drawbridge has dropped, the bugle has 

blown ; 
One pledge is to quaff yet— then mount and 

begone !— 
To their honour and peac^^ xVvaX '^\^\^x^^v 

with the slain ; \>^^^^^^'- 

To their health, and their g\ee,Ocvt.\.^^^"^'^^^'^ 



8«N[*s lorantattoB 



1 



i 



4 



It B >fl of bixk p^ ml tlie daik 
oak-tree^ 
Aiid ife nd»#<«lB4te AcMUO^ deer. 

Is vUiffi^ Ife fin^ l^abr : 
The nooQ looks diroi^b ibe driMi^ sionn^ 
But the troobicd lake reflects not bcr fanOf 
Tot the waves nA wfaitenh^ to the land. 
And dash against the shelvy strand. 

There is a voice among the trees. 

That mingles with the groaning oak — 
'Iliat mingles with the stonny breeze. 
And the iake-waves dasbmg 2l%?uxis\. \^^ 
rock; — 




BARD'S INCANTATIOR 



There is a voice withm the wood. 
The voice of the bard in fitful mood ; 
His song was buder than the blastj 
As the bard of Glcmnore through the forest 
past, 

'* Wake ye from your sleep of dcath^ 
Minstrels and bards of other days I 
For the mldni^^ht wind is on the heath, 

And the midnight meteors dimly blaze : 
The Spectre with his Bloody Hand,t 
Is wandering through the wild woodland ; 
The owl and the raven are mute for dread, 
And the time is meet to awake the dead ! 

" Souls of the mighty, wake and say, 

To what high strain your harps were strung, 
When Lochlin ploughed her billowy way, 

And on your shores her Norsemen flung ? 
Her Norsemen trained to spoil and blood, 
Skiird to prepare the Raven's food, 
A/I, by your harpings doovw'^Vo ^\»i 
^n bloody Largs and l-oivca.\V"i "^ 



£j8 BALLA^g, poeil&^ ^^ 

^^ Mute are ye all ? No murmurs strange 

Upon the midnight breeze sail by ; 
Nor through the pin es^ with whistJing change, 

Mimic the harp's wild harmony ! 
Mute arc ye now?— Yc ne*er were mute 
When Murder with his bloody foot, 
And Rapine with his iron hand. 
Were hovering near yon mountain strand 



" O yet awake the strain to lell. 

By every deed in song enrolVd, 
By ever>' chief who fought or fell, 

For Albion's weal in battle bold ; — 
From Coilgach,+ first who rolled his car 
Through the deep ranks of Roman war, 
To him, of veteran memory dear 
Who victor died on Aboukir. 

" By all their swords, by all their scars, 

By all their names, a mighty spell ! 
By all their wounds, by all their wars, 
An'se, the inighty strain to te\!L\ 
^or fiercer than fierce Hengist's s\xa* 



1 

rand. 

f 




BARD'S mCANTATION. 



ipious than the heathen Dane, 
■asping than alUgrasping RomCj 
avenmg legions hither come ! ■' 



id is hush*d^ and still the lake— 
ge murmurs fill my tingling ears, 
my hair, my sinews quake, 
e dread voice of other years — 
targets clashed, and bugles rung, 
des round warriors' heads were flung, 
emost of I he band were we, 
mn*d the joys of Liberty ! " 
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! The frost- wind soon shall pass away 
That lustre deep from glen and brae ; 
Yet Nora, ere its bloom be gone, 
May blithely wed the Earlie^s son/' — 

nL 

'* The swan,'^ she said, *4he lake's clear breast 
May barter for the eagle's nest ; 
The Awe fierce stream may backward turn, 
Bcrj-Cruachan fallj and crush Kilchurn, 
Our kilted clans, when blood is high. 
Before their foes may turn and fly ; 
But If were all these marvels done, 
Would never wed the Earlie's son,^ 

IV* 
Still in the watcr-lil/s shade 
Her wonted nest the wild swan made ; 
Ben-Cniachan stands as fast as ever, 
Still downward foams the Awe's fierce river ; 
To shun the clash of foeman's steel, 
Na Highhnd hroguQ has turned tlatVti€v % 
But Nora's heart is lost and won, 
—She's wedded to the EarVie's sotv\ 



i 



TM MaM of Tern. 

fLOW shone the sun on the fa 
I of Toor, 
And weak were the whispei 
waved the dark wood, 
All as a fair maiden, bewildered in son 
Sorely sigh'd to the breezes^ and v 
the fiood 
'* O, saints \ from the mansions of blis: 
bending ; 
Sweet Virgin ! who hearesl the sup; 
cry, 
Now grant my petition, in anguish asc€ 
My Henry restore, or let Eleanor dl 

AI/ distant and Tamt weve v\v^ ^^^^^ 
battle, 
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frVitli the breezes ihoy riscj with the breezes 
they fail, 

fll the shoiitj and the groan, and the con- 
flict's dread rattle, 
And the chasers wild clamour, caiiie load- 
ing the gale. 
Breathless she gazed on the woodlands so 
dreary ; 
Slowly approach inf* a waiTJor was seen ; 
Life's ebhing tide markM his footsteps so 
weapy, 
Cleft was his helmet, and woe was his 
mm, 

*' O, save thee, fair maid, for our armies aro 
flying I 
O, save thee, fair maid, for thy guardian is 
low ! 
Deadly cold on yon heath thy brave Homy 
is lying. 
And fast through the woodV^xv^ ^xy^xq^-^^Oncn^^ 
the foe."— 
scarce could he falter the IvdVtv^^ o^ so^^^^^ ^ 
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And scarce could she hear then 
with despair : 
And when ihe sun sunk on the s 
Torop 
For ever he set to the Brave ai 



TUe BaBc© of lOeaflu 



f ICHT and morning were at meeting 
Over Waterloo ; 

Cocks had sung their earliest greeting ; 
Faint and low they crew, 
For no paly beam yet shone 
On the heights of Mount Saint John ; 
Tempest' clouds prolonged the sway 
Of timeless darkness over day ; 
Whirlwind, thundcr-cIap, and shower, 
M^irk'd it a predestined hour. 
Broad and frequent through the night 
Flashed the sheets of levin-light ; 
Muskets, glancing lightnings bacV, 
Show'd the dreary bivouack 
Where the soldier lay, 



Tresagv^S^'f' .onsot^^^- 
\ A\ Through f'''.^^is^ ^""^^^^^ 
.(/on^hisnativ 
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THE OANCE OF DEATH- J^> 



ind Sun an rough, and high Ardgower, 

And Morven long shall tell, 
And proud Ben-nevis hear with awci 
How, upofi bloody Ouatre-Iiras, 
Brave Cameron heard the wild hurra. 

Of conquest as he felL 

Lone on the outskirts of the host, 
The weary sentinel held post, 
And heard, through darkness far aloof. 
The frequent clang of courser's hoof, 
Where held the cloak'd patrol their course, 
And spurred 'gainst storm the swerving horse ; 
But there are sounds in Allan's ear, 
Patrol nor sentinel may hear, 
And sights before his eye aghast 
Invisible to them have pass'd, 

When down the destined plain, 
'Twixt Britain and the bands of France, 
Wild as marsh-borne meteors glance. 
Strange phantoms wheeVd aL\^\^ ^v\\^^:.vl, 
And doom'd the future sWwi.— 
Suchforms were seen, suc\v soww^'^'^'^'^'^^^^^^ 
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When Scotland's James his march prqiSn 

For Flodden^g fatal plain ; 
Such, when he drew his nitlLless sword, 
As Choosers of the Slain, adored 

The yet un christened Dane, 
An indistinct and phantom band, 
They wheeled their ring-dance hand in hand, 

With gestures wild and dread ; 
The Seer, w^ho watch'd them ride the stormj 
Saw through their faint and shadowy form 

The lightning's flash more red ; 
And still their ghastly roundelay 
Was of the coming battle-fray, 

And of the destined dead. 

IV. 

Mhni iht foilb ban« 
UWiU lightnings glance, 

glnb l^unbers rattle laub, 
'^nb rail tbt tobt 
(Tobloohxy gtabt, 




THE DANCE OF DEATH. 

0vxt iur|i ftftj 
^1! li^hi Linb Mi, 
?(]f| ho mt bfnh tht tijt 

^» (^uh tnil^ 0itit blobs b^ ; 

^i oatrnt 01 morn, 

(Dur fat»I niepii tbat borr, 
^t ebe litji foasir, 
^ tntmplcb pujite ^ 

Of binchenmg mub anb gore. 

V. 

9iU^erl tbe b)Ub bance 
Idl^ile Ug^tntngji glance, 

§lnb tbnnbcru rattle loub, 
Slnb call t^c brabc 
to bloobj grabe, 

(To slrrp toitbout a sbroub. 

^^Ibttl the bilb bancc I 
^Uiibe 8on<i of frA\ut» 

/or nott out tu\% wvwVv* \^^vv^ 
Stahf spate !v\U W\>it 
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<f or msrttal pnbe, 

^roiib cutnciflitt ! 

Soom firr % mtn of stttl ! 
a broxt0^ (rent anb plate 
C'be bnrabs£(ro7b'ii'iDtt0bt 

$otb bcnb snb l^tart sl^all fetl. 

VI, 

^ftttl t^t 6nlb bmice 
^^Ibtlt Hj^btmngs ^laiut, 

|lnb t^tmbtrs rattle lonb, 
^nb nil tbe brafre 
^0 Uoob$ ^rabt, 

Co f leep foitbottt 8 s^ottb. 

.^onu of t^e upcnr ! 
Jjott feci us ncnc 

|n manv a sbnutlg brtum ; 
Wiih faiug's ene 
(Dur forms goa spj, 
5i«^ ftr:tr m\t fatal snaw. 
^(>/i>^ f V:mr sight 




DANCE 

|«lt hhrn tg Icfal or tcor 
IJottr &i!ifiJih(^U& Mill* iAkt flighl 
On tnmblinij foittj— citclt startled spriEj: 

<!^iir fboir of brntlr sbtiU Jmotu. 



VIK 

fliib tlnu;i3(r^ rutttc loi:J)t 
31 nb oil tbt tirib^ 
Ca bloobji 0rabr, » 

^a uletp bttboiti » sbronb. 

I^mni, jje clottbn, in tem))C8t nbobers, 
llebbtr mm n^ull noon bt oum — 

5$te tbe tnst ^robn fo»n — 
{{irlb b}c place to ntcnur gnmc, 
(£rc btiiblicr boltn anb btartr flamt 
^^all tbe bjclhin's tbttnbrriu sbamc ; 
(Flcmrnial rage is iamc 

(To tbr foruih of m:\n. 

Mil. 
lorn, grey Allan's males wvOcv ^nnnv^ 
d of the vision'd sig\\ls V\e ^^^^' •> 




The legend heard him say j 

But the Seer's gifted eye was dim. 

Deafen 'd his ear, and stark his limb, 

Ere closed that bloody day— 
He sleeps far from his Highland heath,— 
But often of the Dance of Death 

His comrades tell the tale, 
On picquet-post, when ebbs the night, 
And wanhig watch-fires glow less bright, 

And dawn is glimmering pale. 



Vgp^ 



•='''"^-'ectSai„ecio„d. 
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The startled Naiads from the shade 
With broken urns withdrew, 

And silenced was that proud cascade 
The glory of Saint Cloud. 

We sate upon its steps of stone, 
Nor could its silence rue, 

When waked to music of our own. 
The echoes of Saint Goud 

Slow Seine might hear each lovely n< 
Fall light as summer -dew, 

While through the moonless air they 
Prolong'd from fair Saint Cloud. 

And sure a melody more sweet 

His waters never knew, 
Though music's self was wont to mec 

With Princes at Saint Cloud. 

Nor then, with more delighted ear, 
The circle round her drew, 
Than ours, when gathered toutidlo^ 
Our songstress at Saint Ooud. 




SAINT CLOUD. 

Few happy hours poor mortals pa 
Then give those hours their due 

And rank among the foremost cla 
Our evenings at Saint Cloud. 

Pakis, Si^t, 5, 1815, 
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KeaiaacQ of Dimoi-t 

FEOir TKS FREPTCIIi 

§T was Dunois, the young and bi 
bound for Palestine, 
But first he made his orisons h 
Mary*s shrine ; 
^*And grant J Immortal Queen of I 
was still the Soldier's prayer, 
^* That T may prove the bravest kni; 
love the fairest fair.'' 

His oath of honour on the shrine hi 

it ivith his svvordj 
And folloVd to the Holy Land the 

of liis Lord J 
Where, faithful to his noble vow, his 
/jll'd the air, 

/ See '* Notes," pas« 35'. 



DUKOIS> 339 

f honotir'd nyc the bravest knight, beloved 
the fairest fain" 

ly owed the conquest to his amij and 

then his Liege-Lord said, 
le heart that has for honour beat by bliss 

iT)ust be repaid,^ 
daughter Isabel and thou shall be :i 

wedded pair, 
thou art bravest of the brave, she fairest 

of the fair." 

I then they bound the holy knot before 

Saint Mary's shrine, 
it makes a paradise on earth, if hearts 

and hands combine ; 
I every lord and lady bright, that were in 

chapel there, 
)d, "Honoured be the bravest knight, 

beloved the fairest fair ! " 



Tkc TroiiijalQur, 



^^Jl^ LOWING with love, on fire for ftme, 
S^ A Troubadour that hated sorrow, 
Beneath his Lady's window came, 

And thus he sung his last good niorrow 
*' My arm it is niy countrji^'s rig-ht. 

My heart is in my tnie-lovc*s bower j 
Gaily for love and fame to fight 

Befits the gallant Troubadour/* 



And while be marched with helm on head 
And barp in bandj the descant rung^ 

As, faithful to bis favourite maid, 
The minstrel-burden still he sung : — 

*^ My arm it is my country's right, 
^y heart is in my lady's bower ; 
Resolved for love and fame to^^U, 

^ ^oine, a gallant Troubadowt:' 



i 




'^^'i then the IwM, 

•'«••« 'timing onl""T*"'»^^'ve. 
fy We ifis"t*'^'""'% stave ..^ 

'°^« ««<« feme to ftJn ';?•••• 



^4r 




Emtsag S©Rg. 



JAKEN, lords and ladies gay, 

On the mountain dawns the da> 
All the jolly chase is here, 
With hawk, and horse, and hunting-spe 
Hounds are in their couples yelling, 
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling 
Merrily, merrily, mingle they, 
•' Waken, lords and ladies gay." 



Waken lords and ladies gay. 
The mist has left the mountain grey, 
Springlets in the dawn are steaming, 
Diamonds on the brake are gleaming : 
And foresters have busy been, 
To track the buck in thicket gteetv •, 
^Voiv wc come to chant out lay, 
\'^akcn, lords and ladies gay." 




,,'"'»' foot ,„j ''"""lie. 



^j 



Son?. 



I H, say not, my lore, with that moft 
aiTy 
That your spring-tiiDe of pkasm 
flown. 
Nor bid me to maids that are younger re; 
For those raptures that still are t 
own. 

Though April his temples may wreathe 
the vine, 

Its tendrils in infancy curl'd, 
*Tis the ardour of August matures us the ¥ 

Whose life-blood enlivens the world. 

Though thy form, that was fashioned as 1 

as a fay% 
^las assumed a proportion mote xow 




^ncei that was bright as a falcon's 

iOberly ivow on the ground,—* 

ifter absence to meet mc again ^ 
■ps still with ccstacy ino\-c ; 
:hat those dear sober glances rttairt 
the kind language of love. 



/ 



Tfe tiolef, 

§H E violet in her green- wood bower, 
Where birchen boughs with hazch 
mingle; 
May boast itself the fairest flower 
In gkiij or copsCj or forest dingle, ^^ 

Tlioui^h fair her gems of azure hue, 
Beneath the dew-drop's weight reclining j 

I Ve seen an eye of lovelier blue, 
More sweet through watery lustre shining, 

TIic summer sun that dew shall dry, 
Ere yet the day bc past its morrow ; 

Nor longer in my false loveS eye 
J^emaiifd the tear of parting sqvvo^'. 






.^:^^^-:) 




T&e Eesolve. 

IW miTATIOK or AH PI.0 ENGLISH PO£U,— l3fi^ 



PY wayivard fate I needs must plain, 
Though bootless be the theme ; 
I loved, and was beloved again. 
Yet all was btit a dream : 
VoTi as her love was quickly got. 

So it was quickly gone ; 
No more Til bask in i!ame so hot, 
But coldly dwell alone. 

Not maid more bright than maid was e*er 

My fancy shall beguile, 
Uy flattering word, or feigned tear, 

By gesture, look, or smile : 
No more Vll call the shaft i-^w sVot, 
TWit has /airly flown, 
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jr scorch me at a rlamc so hot j — 
I'll rather freeze aloncn 

Each ambushed Cupid PU deff, 

In cheek, or chin, or brow, 
And deem the glance of woman's eye 

As weak as woman's vow : 
I'll lightly hold the lady's hearty 

That is bitt lightly won ; 
rU steel my breast to beauty's art, 

And learn to live alone. 

The flaunting torch soon blazes out, 

The diamond's ray abides ; 
The flame its glory hurls sibout, 

The gem its lustre hides ; 
Such gem I fondly deem'd was mine, 

And glow'd a diamond stone, 
But, since each eye may see it shine, 

I'll darkling dwell alone. 

No waking dream shaW l\v\^^ tcv^ vVcnw :V\^ 
With dyes so bright tvud \a\\^^ 




AcddnsIlL] 

Tboa sink DO mace be wildly 
To be so stranfTid J crost : 

Tbe vidow'd tnitles matdcss 
Tbe pbflenix is but one ; 

They seek no loYes— no more 
111 nuhcr dvdl alone.' 



I 







e worn war-horse, at the trumpet^s 

sound, 

rets his mane, and neighs, and paws 

he ground— 

the ease his generous lord assigns, 
;s to rush on the embattled lines, 
ir plaudits ringing on mine ear, 
ce sustain to think our parting near ; 

my scenic hour for ever past, 
: those valued plaudits are my last, 
mid we part, while still some powers 
main, 

our service strive wot ^^\. \\^N^\^'*« 
?/i zeal the slrcnoi\\o^ ^ov.wXx^nnV^'^^ 



2^ 

And sense of duty £re tke &dmg e; 
And an tbe vnngi oTag^ todeuii i 
Hencalh tbe bomtng giov of gcatit 
Ahj no ! tbc taper, wearini^ to tts < 
Oft for a sfiace in fitfol lustre gjowa 
But all t<K> socm the transient gkai 
It cannot be renen^d, aad will not 
Even duty, teal, and gfalitnde^ cas 
But short-liv'd conSIct with the ho 
Yes ! It were poor, remembmn^ w 
To live a pensioner on your applau 
To drain the dregs of your endisrai 
And take, as alms, the praise 1 o 

buy; 
Till every sneering youth around ii 
^Ub this the man who once could i 



sires 



?jj 



And 



scorn assumes compassion's 

mien^ 

To warn me ofiffrom the encumbei 

This must not be ',— aw4\v\^Wx to 

Some space between t\vc ^^'i^Xt 




VELL ADDRESS, a^ 

1^ like tiK Roman in tlic Capilol, 
nay adjust my mantle ere I fall ; 
f life's brief act in public senile e flown, 
le last, the closing scene^ must be my 0>>'n. 

Here, then, adieu ! while yet some well- 

graced parts 
iy fix an ancient favourite in your heart s^ 
It quite to be forgotten^ even when 
lu look on better actors, younger men : 
id if your bosoms own this kindly debt 
old remembrance, how shall mine forget— 
how forget !— how oft I hither came 
anxious hope, how oft returned with fame ! 
)w oft around your circle this weak hand 
IS waved immortal Shakspeare's magic 

wand, 
U the full burst of inspiration came, 
id I have felt, and you have fann'd the 

flame! 
• memory treasured, while her rel^etAwx^s. 
ose hours must live — and a\\ OasAt Owaxv^^ 
are yours. 




O favour d Land! xcnoii 

armSy 
For manly talent, and for fie 
Could this foil bosom pro 

line. 
What fervent benedictions i 
But my last part is fday'd, i 
When e'en your praise £aJ 

my tongue ; 
And all that >'ou can hear, < 
Is — Friends and Patrons, hs 

WELL ! 



^mliiii*js Gallic, 




M Hallow- Mass Eve, etc ytiu bonne yc 
,^^^ to rest. 

Ever beware that your couth be blcssM ; 
Sign it with cross, and sain it with bead, 
Sing the Ave, and say the Creed. 

For on Hallow-Mass Eve the Night-Hag will 

Hde, 
And all her nine-fold sweeping on by her side, 
Whether the wind sing lowly or loud, 
Sailing through tuo on shine or swath' d in the 

cloud. 

The lady she sate in Si. ^mvVW % CV-^vx^ 
The dew of the nighl ba^ d^ w v '^ "^^^^ ^^^^ 
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Her clicek was palc-^-but resolved and higb 
Was the word of her lip and the glance of bei 
eye. 



\s it 

i;>r is 



She mutter'd the spell of S with in bold^ 
When his naked foot traced the midnij 

wold, 
W^ben he stopped the Hag as she rode the ' The 

night, I \rU 

A»id bade her descend ^ and her promis: 1 Tli< 

plight. I 

I V\Ti 
He that dare sit on St, Swithin's Chair, I 
When the Night- Hag wings the irovtbled I 

air, I 

Questions three, when he speaks the spellj 
lie may ask, and she must tell 

The Baron has been with King Robert Uia 

liege, 
These three long years in battle and siege - 
JVovs are there none oi \\\s vj<i^\ otVx'^^scj 
And fain the L^dy his fale wovk\4Vsvw, 




f^Buaders and stops as the charm 

speaks ; — 
t the moody owl that shrieks ? 
is that sound J betwixt laughter and sere; 
; voice of the Demon who haunts 

itream ? 

3 moan of the wind sunk silent and loi 
1 the roaring torrent h^d ceased to flo 
i calm was more dreadful than rag 

fttorm, 
len the cold grey mist brought the gha 

form t 

[From tt^averiy.] 



IT 



Battio Squit. 



§HERE is mist on the mountain, and 
night on the vale, 
But more dark is the sleep of the sons 
of the Gael. 
A stranger commanded — it sunk on the 

land, 

It has frozen each heart, and benumbed every 
hand ! 

The dirk and the target lie sordid with 

dust, 
The bloodless claymore is but reddened with 

rust ; 
On the hill or the glen, if a gun should 

appear, 
^^ Js only to war with tVv^ Yve^Wcc^Ojw ^\ 
deer. 
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The deeds of our sires if our bards should ic- 

hccirsc, 
Let a blu&h or a blow be the meed of their 

verse ! 
Ec mute every string, and be hiisVd every tone, 
That shall bid us remember the fame that is 

flovvn. 

But the dark hours of night and of slumber 

are past, 
The morn on our mountains is dawning at 

last ; 
Glenaladalc's peaks are illumed with the rays, 
And the streams of Glenfinnan leap brl^dit in 

the blaze* 

high-minded Moray !^ — the exiled^ the 

dear I — 
In the blush of the dawning the STANDARD 

uprear I 
Wide, wide on the winds of t.\\«i YiOixV\iV \v'^^^ 
L/ke the sun's latest Aas\\, \v\\cu ^Jcvc \t^^^^^>^'^^ 
is nigh ! 
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Vc sons of the strong, when that c 

shall break} 
Need the harp of the aged remind 

wake ! 
That dawn never beamed on your fo« 

eye. 
But it roused each high chieftain to vi 

or die. 

sprung from the Kings, who in Is! 

state, 
Proud chiefs of Qan-Ranald, Glengai 

Sleat I 
Combine Hke three streams from one 

tain of snow, 
And resistless in union rush down on 



True son of Sir Evaflj undaunted LpOC 
Vl^CG thy targe on thy shoulder and 1 

thy steel ! 
Ruui;h Kepppchj give breath to thy 
bold 5 wd/^ 
Vi^l fur CoiyarncV^ resound to t\ift V: 



I 
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son of Lord Kemieihj high chief of 

Kiritail, 
the stag in thy standard bound wild in 

the gale ! 
■the race of Clan-GilHan, the fearless and 

free, 
member Glenhvat, Harlaw^ and Dundee ! 

the clan of grey Fingon, whose offspring 

has given 
1 heroes to earth, and such martyrs to 

heaven, 
te with the race of renowned Rorri More, 
aunch the long galley, and stretch to the 

oar ! 

V Mac-Shimei will joy when their chief 
shall display 

yew-crested bonnet o*er tresses of grey ! 

V the race of wrong'd Alpine and murder'd 

Glencoe 
f shout for revenge \v\vcw XV^"^ ^^^^'^ ' 
the foe ! 



u 
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Ye stm& of brown Denuid, who slew 

boafj 
Resume the pure faith of the great 

Morel 
Mac-Niel of the Islands, and Mo 

Lake, 
For honour, for freedom, for vc 

A^vake on your hiUs^ on your island 

Brave sons of the mountain, the fi 
the lake I 

'Tis the bugle — but not for the cha; 

Tis the pibroch's shrill summons- 
to the halL 

'Tis the summons of heroes for con 

death, 
When the banners are blazing on n 

and heath ; 
They call to the dirk, the claymore, 

'j^V the march and the mustsst^to 
the charge. 




die, V>Uc your 




Twist Ye, Twm 



fWIST ye, twine ye ! ev 
Mingle shades of joy a 
Hope, and fear, anc 
strife, 
In the thread of human life. 

While the mystic twist is spi 
And the infant's life beginnir 
Dimly seen through twilight 
Lo, what varied shapes atten 

Passions wild, and follies vai 

Pleasures soon excVvanged io 

^oubt, and jealousy, and fe^ 

^^ the magic dance appear 



TWIST Ve, TWINE ^E- 

, ,.v -iwUow they dwindle, 
Prwistye.iwincyc:cvc.so 



lfiv«C«/J^""«"""''^ 





. wcs the merry tnoonAgb 

^ Thcmackerellove ^^ ^^^ ^^^p 
But the oyster 

For they come of age 

*'*'^^' oreatandsma', 
^d listen gte%E,rt 

^^dlwmsmgot^ ^^dHarla.'. 
That fought on t»e 

.ws cried on Bennachie, 
Thecronach scr ,^ 

^^ddountheDon ^^^^^^^ 

F.rfAesair field of »^ 




GLEKALLAN^S EARL 2^.7 

licy saddled a hundred milk-white steeds, 
They Uae bridled a hundred black, 
^^^ith a chafi'on of steel on each horse's head, 
And a good Knight on his back,— 

^"XTiey hadna ridden a mile, a mile, 

A mile, but barely ten, 
"NThen Donald came b ranking down the brae, 

Wi' twenty thousand men. 

I'heir tartans they were waving wide, 
Their glaives were glancing clear, 

The pibrochs nmg frae side to side, 
Would deafen ye to hear. 

The great Earl in his stirrups stood 

That Highland host to see ; 
Now here a Knight that^s stout nwd good 

May prove a jeopardie; 

"What would'st thou do, my squire so gay, 

Thar rides beskJe my reyne, 
IVereye Glcnalhn's Earl the di\y, 
And I were Roland Cheyne^; 
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^ To turn the rein were sin and sbasN^ 
To fight were wondVous peril, 

What would ye do now, Roland Chefvtt, 
Were ye Glenallan's Earl ?" 

" Were I Glenallan's Earl this tide, 
And ye were Roland Cheyne, 

The spur should be in my horse's side^ 
And the bridle upon his mane. 

'^ If they hae twenty thousand blades^ 
And we twice ten times ten, 

Yet they hae but their tartan plaids, 
And we are mail*clad men. 

'' My horse shall ride through ranks saei 
As through the moorland fen. 

Then ne'er let the gentle Norman bludCi 
Grow cauld for Highland kerne." 

IFrvm the Antiqiutry.'] 



T£ic Ovnlim Uui. 






OVEMBER*S hail-cloud drifts away, 
November's sun-beam wan 

Looks coldly on the castle grey, 
\\^hen forth cotngs I-adjr AnniS. 



The orphan by the oak was act) 
Her arms, her feet, were bare j 

Th« hail-drops had not mdtcd yet, 
Amid her raven haifi 



'* And, dame/' she said, " by all the lies 

That child and mother knoNV , 
Aid one who never knew these io^^, — 
Relieve an orphan's woe." 



Who moui..>, 

'' Twelve times the rolling year has sp< 
Since, while from vengeance wild 

Of fierce Strathallan's chief I fled, 
Forth's eddies wheUn'd my child."— 

" Twelve times the year its course has I 
The wandering maid replied ; 

" Since fishers on Saint Bridget's mori 
Drew nets on Campsie side. 

" Saint Bridget sent no scaly spoil ; 

An infant, well-nigh dead) 
They saved, and rear'd in want and to 

To beg from you her bread." 

That orphan maid the lady kissed, — 

" My husband's looks you bear ; 
Saint Bridget and het motiv\)^\i\^"5^'d 
Vou are his widow's W\t.'* 



_ THE ORPHAN MAID. 

!?o.ed that n.aid,.o poor .MpaU. 

Ik and saudals rare ; 
tls,r- drops of fro..nha». 

glistening in Her havr. 



>(«Jj|g^ 




The Gr«a<<er*« Betoro. 



Hi<!]s tjpwih acineved of kiiijgjhtl]^ fianc^ 
From Fdcstine tte dunqMon came } 
The cross vpon lus dioaldeta botnc^ 
Bank and blast bad dimm'd and tora. 
£acb dent upon bis batteiM shield 
Was token of a ibos^iten fidd i 
And thosy beneath his bidy's bower^ 
He sung, as fdl the twilight hour i-' 



J. 



** joy to the fair !— thy knight behold, 
Kcturn'd from yonder land of gold ; 
A'o wealth he brings, nor 'wea\\3a.cax!L\«RA^ 
''>''^'c his good arms and baU\e-s\fte^% 
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purs^ to dash agatast a foe, 
nice and sword to lay him low ; 
all the trophies of his toil> 
—and the hope of Tckla's smile i 

to the fair ! whose coiistant knight 
avout fired to feats of might ; 
ttcd shall she not remain, 
'e meet the briL^^ht and noble train ; 
trel shall sing and herald tell— 
k yonder maid of beauty well, 
ihe for whose bright eyes were won 
isted field at Askalon ! ' 

4. 
)te well her smile !— it edged the blade 
h fifty wives to widows made, 
1 vain his strength and Mahound's spell, 
um's turban'd soldan fell. 
t thou her locks, whose sunny glow 
shows, half shades, her neck of snow ? 
?5 not of them one goVdctv >i}wt^*3A> 
r its sake a Payn\vtvb\e^? '' 





Eadi deed, and al its ] 

Then, oh! 

The n^^ dev €db, dbe ] 

Intned to Syin, s ] 

I fed the noftli breeK (Ul as detfh : 

Let gratefid love qodl maidn dnme^ 

And giant him Uiss ivho brings dwe fai 



Sfttel Pmc. 




f 



LLgive thee J good fellow, a twelvemo nlh 



jM or twain, 

To searcli Europe thS-oiigh, from B}- 

znntium to Spain ; 
But ne'er shall you find, should you search 

till you tire, 
SoTiappy a man as the Barefooted Friar. 



Your kuight for his Lvdy pricks forth in 

career, 
And is brought \\o\\\q at even- song prick *d 

through with a spear j 
I confess him in haste-— iorVvnY^^ Ci.'^ixiLt^ 
^0 comfort on earth s^va \\^g \\-^\^^^^"^^^ 
Fr Jar's* 




to 






t^e 



\^c 






-^^"^ Yvasfto^^' feXJvess 



Vs 






Yve 



^StS: 



We< 



evetV 



vs 



lYve 



Y°^ f t^*^^' 



V\c' 



;'s 



c^?' 



,ecw< 



;d^^^' 



,oOtv> 



aw 



AtvO 



coi**^^ ,,,crte»^ 



ofP' 



M^yP^luttvs 



tlvcS^^ 



cVi"*' 



The bahcfooteo friar. wtt 

\ best of the cheer, and ihc scat by the 

^l^cnied right of the Barefooted 
Triar. 

6. 
Kpcctcd at night, and the pasiy^s nuda 
hot, 
y broacli the brown ale, and they fill the 

black pot ; 
I the good wife wovi!d wish the goodman 

in the mire, 
he lackM a soft pillow^ the Barefooted 
Friar. 

7- 
g ilounsh the sandaJ, the eord, and the 

cope, 
! dread of the devil and trust of the 

Pope ; 
to gather life*s roses, unscathed by the 

briar, 
granted alone to the Bat^^ooX.^^'^TNSNx, 

{From lv(%nhot\ 



Rebeeea's Mja 



9BP 



|HEN Israel^ of the Lord 

Out from the land of b 

Her fatliera' God before 1: 

An awful guide in smoke and 

By day, along the astonished lai 

The cloudy pillar glided slovsr 

By night, Arabia's crimsoned sa 

Retum'd the fiery column's g! 

There rose the choral hymn of 
And trump and timbrel answ' 

And Zion's daughters pour'd th( 
With priest's and warrior's v 

No portents now our foes aniazi 

Forsaken Israel wanders lone 

Our fathers would not know T 

^nd Thou hast left them t< 




REBECCA'S mmn. ^9 

ent still, though now unseen ; 
brightly shines the prosperous day, 
hts of Thi^k a doudy screen 
ipcr the deceitful ray. 
when stoops on Judah's path 
ie and storm the frequent night, 
r, long-suffering, slow to wrath, 
ing and a shining light 1 

•s we left by Babel's streams, 
rant's jest, the Gentile's scorn ; 
T round our altar beams, 
ute are timbrel, hscrp, and horn, 
u hast said. The blood of goat, 
sh of rams, I will not prize ; 
e heart, an humble thought, 
ne accepted sacrifice. 

[FrofH tvanho€,\ 




.^^^rJ^'^ 



rOcie 



to^' 



.6^V 



is^ 



fof*' 



«»t 



4l»JE5» 



.i^e-^***" 






tVve 



fetst 



KftA 






^a* 



>*■' 



.e* 






.^^^^^J- 



t\ve\^' l.,*.'^" 
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M bade him go bask by his sea- coal fire, 
For slic \v;is the widow would say him nay. 

TThe next that came forth, swore by blood and 
by niiilSj 
Merrily sings the roimdday j 
liur's ii gentleman, God wot, and hur's 
Uncage was of WaJes, 
And where was the widow might say him 
nay 't 



Sir David np Morgan ap Griflith ap Hugh 
I Ap Tudor ap Rhice, quoth his roundelay ; 
I She said that one widow for so manj- was too 
|, few, 

j And she bade the Welshman weucl liis wa)*. 

But then next cams a yeoman, a yeoman of 
I Kent, 

JolDly sbgliig his roundelay ? 
He spoke to the widow of living aud veut^ 
And where was the widov* cqwX'^ ^^^ ^^^^^^^ 




«^^^*"' , .quite 




Fuucial li^mii. 



rt»|UST unto dustj 
_mM To lliis iiVl must ; 
■T®^ The lennnl bath rcjslgiVd 
The faded form 
To waste and worm- 
Corruption claims hci^ kind. 

Through paths unlcnown 
Thy soul bath ftown, 

To seek the rcidms of woe, 

Wlicrc fit^ry pniu 
Slmil purge tlic stattA 
Of actions dont: bc\o\v* 
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In that sad place. 
By Mary's grace, 
Brief may thy dwellin 
Till prayers and alms 
And holy psalms, 
Shall set the captive i 



[From Ivatikoe. 



On Twcerf. Elver 



I. 

WERRILY swim we, the moon shines 
1^ bright, 

Both current and ripple are dancing 
in light, 
have roused the night raven, I heard 

him croak, 
we plashed along beneath the oak 
it flings its broad branches so far and so 

wide, 
;ir shadows are dancing in midst of the 

tide. 
'ho wakens my nestlings ? " the raven he 

said, 
y beak shall ere morn in his blood be red ! 
a blue swollen corpse \s z. dacVcwV^ tw»\^ 
ril have my shsgre viVxYv V\v"^ ^^^ "^^"^ 
the eel." 



I 
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2. 

Merrily swim we, the moon shines bri^ ] 
There's a golden gleam on the distantl 
There's a sUver shower on the alders < 
And the drooping willows that wave os ( 

bank. 
I see the Abbey, both turret and tower, 
It is all astir for the vesper hoar ; 
The monks for the chapel are leaving < 

ceU, 
But Where's Father Philip should toll ^ 

beU? 

3. 
Merrily swim we, the moon shines bright, 
Downward we drift through shadow and ligH 
Under yon rock the eddies sleep, 
Calm and silent, dark and deep. 
The Kelpy has risen from the fathomless pod 
He has lighted his candle of death and 

dool: 
Look, Father, look, and you'll laugh to sec 
^ow he gapes and glares mi\i \»s «?j^ ^ 
thee ! 
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4- 

luck to your fishing, whom watch yc 
to-night ? I 

man of mean or a man of might? 
it layman or priest that must float in your 

cove, 
r lover wlio crosses to visit his love ? 
Hark ! heard ye the Kelpy reply as wc 
pass'dj — 

P** God's blessing on the ^vardcr, he locked the 
bridge fast I 
All that come to my cove are sunk, 
Priest or layman, lover or monk/' 



p 



Landed— landed I the black book hath woiij 
Else had you seen Berwick with morning sun ] 
Sain ye, and save ye, and blithe mot )'c be, 
For seldom they land that go swimming 
with me. 

[J^^vw the Monaiiery\ 
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.^J*^'* 



^ai 



jVa*' 



-,4^-^ 






,e 



i»* 



s^ 



W 







ea^i 






^^^:>^^tu^^ 



^V 






\\^ 



^^^LV^^'^' 



^011 



.oi^^^ 









■s»s 



ji.'*' 
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IfOm the hills where your hirscis arc 

grazing, 
La^^irom the glen of the buck and the 

tti the crag where the beacon is blazing, 
l€ with the buckler^ the lance, and ihc 
bow. 
Trumpets are sounding. 
War-steeds arc bounding, 
^nd to your arms, and marcli in good 
ordcr^ 
England shall many a day 
TcU of the bloody fray, 
^hen the Blue Bonnets came over the 
Border. 



IT 



Tio BsRay, Bonaj 



\T all the birds on bush c 

ConMneud me to the 

Since he tnay best ensa 

To those the cup that trow] 

For when the sun hath left the wi 

He chooses the tree that he loves 

And he whoops out his song, ant 

at his jest : 
Then though hours be late, an 

foul, 
Well drink to the health of the ba 
owL 



The hrk is but a bum^Vm lo 
He sleeps in his nesi <^^ 




THE BONkY, OONNY OWL- 



2gx 



^Ut my blessing upon the jolly o^^'l, 

■'That all night blows his horn. 

511 up with your cup till yon stagger in 

speech, 
i iTfiatch mc this catch though you swagger 

and screech, 
1 drink till you wink, my merry men each j 
' tJioiigh hours be late, and weather be 

foul, 
*11 drink to the health of the bonny, bonny 

owJt 






MatT, 



«AREWELL to Northmaven, 
Grey Hillswickej farewell ! 
To the calms of thy haven j 
The storms on thy fell— 
To each breeze that can vary 

The mood of thy main, 
And to tlice, bonny Mary ! 
We meet not again I 

Farewell the wild ferry, 

Which Hacon could brave, 
When the peaks of the Skerry 

Were white in the wave. 
There^s a maid may look over 
These wi\d>N3iv^^vcvN^\xv,— 
For the skiff oi\vet\oM^x— 
He comes no\. a^^mX 



393 



The vows Uiou hast broke, 

Oq the wild currents fling them ; 
On the quicksand and rock 

Let the mermaidens sing them ; 
New sweetness thcyH give her 

Bewildering strain ; 
But there's one who will never 

Believe them again* 

O were there an island, 

Though ever so wild, • 

Where woman could smile, and 

No man be beguiled— 
Too tempting a snare 

To poor mortals were given ; 
And the hope would fix there, 

That should anchor in heaven. 



Sat^S 



of 



%fk^^^' 



.*e-^ 






The 



vt\no 



dlff**^ 



ea5^^* 



fto«vV^^,,^:;i3.^.otne- 



afleyJ 



tctv^'' 



cs 






llic i*^' 






ovet) 



ScrcM 



.W^tiB' 



the CO . 



,\\d acc' 



ctiis ' 






\:d.cVv 



Vi^vt 



K 



Atvg 









,^^^^ 



.m.^^^.^;>o^- 






dong 



the 




[oiies neigh and aimoar danks ; 
Uefii are shoulingy darions lingini^ 
4Nider atiil the hard is singing^ . 
Gather fcotmeOf gather honemen ^ 
*o the fiddy ye valiant Norsemen ! 

Halt ye not for food or slumber, 
lew not vantage, count not number : 
oily reapers, forward still, 
rrow the crop on vale or hill, 
liick or scatter'd, stiff or lithe, 
t shall down before the scythe, 
'orward with your sickles bright, 
leap the harvest of the fight. — 
)nward footmen, onward horsemen, 
To the charge, ye gallant Norsemen ! 

' Fatal Gioosers of the Slaughter, 
yer you hovers Odin*s daughter; 
iear the choice she spreads before ye,- 
Victory, and wealth, and glory \ 
yrold VaJhalla*s roaring YiaW, 
er ercr-c/rcling mead and a\c. 
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Where for eternity unite 
The joys of wassail and of fight. 
Headlong forward, foot and horsemeiiy 
Charge and fight, and die like Norsemen 

{From the PiraU.} 




MagAtis Trcftii 



IREWELL, merry maidens, to dance, 
song^ and laugh ^ 

For the lads of brave Wcstra are bound 
to the Haaf J 
id we iiiust have labour, and hunger, and 

pauDf 
*€ we dance with the maids of Dunrossness 
agam. 

►r now, in our trim boats of Noroway deal, 

e must dance on the waves, with the por- 
poise and seal ; 

le breeze it shall pipe, so it pipe not too 
high, 

d the gull be our sotv^sU^^s '^\vrxv^^^ ^^*^ 
flits by. 
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Sing on, my brave bird, while we follow, Hke | 

tliee, 
By bank, shoal, and quicksand, the svanns { 

of the sea ; 
And when twenty-score fishes are straining 

our line, [be thine. 

Sing louder, brave bird, for the spoils shall 



We'll sing while we bait, and weTl sing wheft 
we haul, [usafl: 

For the deeps of the Haaf have enough for 

There is torsk for the gentle, and skate for 
the carle, 

And there's wealth for bold Magnus, the son 
of the earl. 

Huzza ! my brave comrades, give way to the 
Haaf, [the laugh; 

Wc shall sooner come back to the dance and 

For life without mirth is a lamp without oil ; 

Then^ mirth and long life to the bold Magnus 
Troil ! 

[From the PiraU\ 




UW9 Tale. 



I. 
OVE wakes and weeps 
While Beauty sleeps I 
<D for Music's softest numbers, 
To prompt a theme 
For Beauty's dream, 
as the pillow of her slumbers ! 

2. 

Through groves of palm 

Sigh gales of balm, 

flics on the air are wheeling ; 

While through the gloom 

7omes soft perfume, 

istant beds of flowers tcxe^vcv^- 



.00 







S sVv**°'^* «ftt sVe<^^ 



cati^^V^cxce" 






^n' 



,d\vst 



0»c 



ia\e' 



(SteYekmdi's Song. 

f AREWELL ! Farewell ! the voice 
I hear, 

Has left its last soft tone with you 
next must join the seaward cheer, 
.nd shout among the shouting crew. 

J accents which I scarce could form 
leneath your frown's controlling checl 
st give the word, above the storm, 
o cut the mast, and clear the wreck. 

5 timid eye I dared not raise,— 
lie hand, that shook when press'd to t1 
St point the guns upon the chase — 
fust bid the deadly cutlass shine. 

all I love, or hope, or fear, — 
lonour, or own, a long adieu ! 
all that life has soft and dear, 
areweii .' save memory oi you \ 

[J^rcm t/te Pirated 



Coimt J ttiij. 



fH ! County Guy, the hour is ni^ 
The sun has left the lea. 
The orange flower perfumes tiiel 
The breeze is on the sea. 
The lark, his lay who trill'd all day, 

Sits hush'd his partner nigh ; 
Breese, bird, and flower confess the he 
But where is County Guy? 

The village maid steals through Hie d 

Her shepherd's suit to hear ; 
To beauty shy, by lattice high, 

Sings high-bom Cavalier. 
The star of Love, all stars above, 

Now reigns o'er earth and sky ; 
And high and low the influence know 

But where is County Gm>j^ 




t^ Walko. 



1. 

JOLDIER, wake— the day is peeping, 
Honour ne'er was won in sleeping, 
Never when the sunbeams stiU 
*l-ay unrc fleeted on the hill : 
'Tis when they are glinted back 
From axe and armour, spear and jack, 
That they promise future story 
Many a page of deathless glory. 
Shields^tUat are the foeman's terror, 
Ever arc the morning's mirror. 

Ann Bud up— the motmn^tit^tcv 

Hsth cBJVd the rustic ^q \^^ vc^tu^ 
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Hath called the falc'ner to the lake, 
Hath call'd the huntsman to the brake j 
The early student ponders o'er 
His dusty tomes of ancient lore* 
Soldier, wake— thy hanest, fame ; 
Thy study, conquest : war^ thy game. 
Shield, that would be foeman's terror, 
Stiil shouJd gleam the moming^s mijTOfl 

3- 
Poor hire repays the rustic's pain ; 
More paltry still the sportsman's gain J 
Vainest of all, the student^s theme 
Ends in some metaphysic dream ; 
Yet each is \ip^ and each has toil'd 
Since first the peep of dawn has smiled ; 
And each is eagerer in his aim 
Than he who barters life for fame. 
Up, up, and arm thee, son of terror I 
Be thy bright shield the morning's mirror. 

[From the Bctrotlied,^ 




d Hour witb Thee. 



ir with thee !— When earliest day 
pies with gold the eastern grey, 
what can frame my mind to bear 
id turmoil, cark and care, 
{, which coming hours unfold, 
;mcmbrance of the old ? — 

One hour with thee. 

with thee 1— Wlicn burning June 
red flag at pitch of noon ; 
1 repay the faithful swain, 
• on the sultry plain ; 
than cave or sheltering bou^lt^ 
sh blood, andlVvto\>>D^tv'ij,\sw«« 
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One hour with thee ! — ^When sun is set, 
O, what can teach me to forget 
The thankless labours of the day ; 
The hopes, the wishes, flung away ; 
The increasing wants, and lessening gains, 
The master's pride, who scorns my pains? 
One hour with thee. 



[From Ivanhoe.] 




^"^ "f P«». U.*e. 



such been ftv„^ 
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Ah, poor Louise ! In woody wold 
She met a huntsman fair and bold ; 
His baldrick was of silk and gold. 
And many a witching tale he told 

To poor Louise. 

Ah, poor Louise ! Small cause to pine 
Iladst thou for treasures of the mine ; 
For peace of mind, that gift divine, 
And spotless innocence were thine, 

Ah, poor Louise ! 

Ah, poor Louise ! Thy treasure's reft ! 
I know not if by force or theft, 
Or part by violence, part by gift; 
But misery is all that's left 

To poor Louise. 

Let poor Louise some succour have ! 
She will not long your bounty crave. 
Or tire the gay with warning stave — 
For heaven has grace, and earth a grave 
¥oi poor Louise. 

[S;v//f ihc Fair Maid oJPerth^ 



©irge. 




KS, tbou mny'st sigh. 
And look once more at all around, 
At stream and bank, and sky and 

Thy life its final course has found, [ground 

And thou must die. 

2* 

Yes J lay thee down. 
And while thy struggling pulses flutter, 
Bid the gray monk his soul mass mutter. 
And the deep bell its death- tone utter — 
Thy life is gone. 



Be not afraid, 

Tis but a pang^ and then a thrUK 
A fever fit, and then a chill ; 
And then an end of human ill. 
For thou art dead. 



['^rom tfu Fair Maid, of r.-> tli \ 



Farewell to tfco Hase. 



P»-% 



fNCHANTRESS, farewell, who s< 
has decoy'd me, 
At the close of the evening thi 
woodlands to roam, 
Where the forester, lated, with wonder e 
me 
Explore the wild scenes he was qui 
for home, 
Farewell, and take with thee thy nun 
wild speaking 
The language alternate of rapture 
woe : 
Oh ! none but some lover, whose h 

strings are breaking, 
The pang that I feel al omt ^^xNxxv^ 
know. 
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ih joy thou could'st double^ 

there came sorrow, 
Or pale disappointment to darl 
What voice was like thine, that c 
to-morrow, 
Till forgot in the strain was 
to-day I 
But when friends drop around 
weary waning. 
The grief, Queen of Number 
not assuage ; 
Nor the gradual estrangement 
remaining, 
The languor of pain, and tl 
age. 

Twas thou that once taught 
bewailing, 
To sing how a warrior lay 
plain, 
And a maiden hung o'er 1 
availing, 
And held to his lipsl\\c 




^-^o-^*^ 

*^^' 






te^? 



V» 






tos*'- 



,>e 



<be»' 



,^«« 



,d»a»^' 



.«es^^ 



t^i:;^^ 



v^ 
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Uis iht h&Qkd itajfand shorhu^d iiyth£. — Page 2. 
The reaper in Flaitders carrier in his left \mm\ a 
;k with an jron hook, with which he coilccts as 
ch gmin tts he can cut at one sweep with a shcii I 
Lhe, svhich lie hold^ in liis right hand, Thoy 
ry on this double process with great spirit niul 
rterity, 

k Brnsselsf ihtn u^kai ih&ifgfits ti^n ihint.^ 

Page 8. 
I was affinned by ihe prisoners of war, that 
nnparte had promise J his nrniy, in case of 
Lory, twenty-four hours' phmder of the cit/ of 
usels. 

Rmk oit iAe l^telttigunf" — Page v* 
%c characttThiiQ obsUntur^ til "Hsi.^ft^s^'^- "^-"^^ 
r more Mly displayed lYvaTi Vcv ^^ X^'^ ^"^ ^^^^\^ 
'. He would listen lo no clOln\^^» ^^^ ^""^"^^^ "^ 1 















'' ;-• i*': -..',.'..':.- of ::.* 95:"- re^lrr.er.: com 
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• %oill thy Chosen brook to feel 
."he British shock ofUveltd steel,— Vtige 13. 
40 persuasion or authority could prevail upon the 
inch troops to stand the shock of the bayonet. 
3 Imperial Guards, in particular, hardly stood till 
British were within thirty yards of them. 

William and Helen — Page 31. 
["he Author had resolved to omit this version of a 
1-known Poem, in any collection which he might 
Ice of his poetical trifles. But the publishers having 
ided for its admission, the author has consented, 
ugh not imaware of the disadvantage at which 
\ youthful essay (for it was written in 1795) must 
>ear with those which have been executed by 
ch more able hands, in particular that of Mr. 
y^lor of Norwich, and that of Mr. Spencer, 
lie Translation was written long before the 
hor saw any other, and originated in the 
owing circumstances : A lady of high rank in the 
rary world read this romantic tale, as translated 
Mr. Taylor, in the house of the celebrated Pro- 
»r Dugald Stewart of Edinburgh. The author 
i not present, nor indeed in Edinburgh at the 
e ; but a gentleman who had the pleasure of 
ring the ballad, afterwards told him the story, 
I repeated the remarkable chorus, 

•' Tramp ! tramp ! along t!he\and iCrk^ x<A^> 
Splash f splash ! along tKe sea. *, 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! The dead can x\dt \ 
Dost fear to ride with mc ^ " 



In attempting a translation then intc 
circulate among friends, the present ai 
hesitate to make use of this imprcssiv 
which freedom he has since obtained tl 
of the ingenious gentleman to whon 
belongs. 

The Wild Huntsman.— Vsi^i 

This is a translation, or rather an im 

Wilde Jager of the German poet Bui| 

dition upon which it is founded bears, 

a Wildgrave, or keeper of a royal I 

Faulkenburg, was so much addicted to 

of the chase, and otherwise so extrcm 

and cruel, that he not only followed th 

amusement on the Sabbath, and othe 

crated to religious duty, but accom])ani 

most unheard-of oppression upon the p 

who were under his vassalage. Whei 

Nimrod died, the people adopted a 

founded probably on the many N-ari 

sounds heard in the depth of a German 

the silence of the night. They concei 

heard the cry of the Wildgrave's houn 

well-known cheer of the deceased hunte 

of his horses' feet, and the rustling of 

before the game, the pack, and the sp 

nlso distinctly discrimmalcA \ \iu\. vVwi -^ 

rarely, if ever, visible. Once, ^ a\>iTv\^ 

^Joarcl this infernal chase pass bv Via" 

«^ the halloo, with >v^^ich t\\c ^^^ 
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his hotmds, he could not refrain from crying, 
k *«, Falkenburgh/" (Good sport to ye, 
iburgh !) " Dost thou wish me good sport ? " 
red a hoarse voice; "thou shall share the 
;" and there was thrown at him what seemed 

i a huge piece of foul carrion. The daring 
sseur lost two of his best horses soon after, and 
sr perfectly recovered the personal effects of this 
6tly greeting. This tale, though told with some 
ations, is universally believed all over Germany, 
'he French had a similar tradition concerning an 
al hunter, who infested the forest of Fontaine- 
LU. He was sometimes visible ; when he appeared 
I huntsman, surrotmded with dogs, a tall grisly 
re. Some account of him may be found in 
lily's Memoirs," who says he was called, Le 
'.nd Veneur, At one time he chose to hunt so 
r the palace, that the attendants, and, if I mistake 

Sully himself, came out into the court, supposing 
^as the sound of the king returning from the 
se. This phantom is elsewhere called Saint 
bert. 

he superstition seems to have been very general, 
.ppears from the following fine poetical descrip- 
. of this phantom chase, as it was heard in the 
Is of Ross-shire. 

. posthumous miracle of Father Lesley, a Scottish 
uchin, related to his being biu-ied on a K\VV 
nted by these unearthly cries ol Yvomtv^s 'axv^ 
tsme/i. After h\s sainted relics \\ad "beca ^«^- 

there, the noise was never mote Yvcax^- '^^'^^ 
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reader will find this, and other miiades, reooidei 
the life of Father Bonaventuia, which is writta 
the choicest Italicui. 

Tk€ Fire'King.—Vs^ 59. 
This ballad was written at the request of 
Lewis, to be inserted in his ** Tales of Wonder." 
is the third in a series of four ballads, on the sol 
of Elementary Spirits. The story is, however, pi 
historical ; for it is recorded, that, during the st 
gles of the Latin kingdom of Jenisalenn, a Kni 
Templar, called Saint-Alban, deserted to the Sanu 
and defeated the Christians in many combats, ti 
was finally routed and slain, in a conflict with I 
Baldwin, under the walls of Jerusalem. 

Frederick and Alice. — Page 7a. 
This tale is imitated, rather than translated, J 
a fragment introduced in Goethe's •• Claudina 
Villa Bella," where it is sung by a member of a | 
of banditti, to engage the attention of the flu 
while his companions break into the castle. It « 
any little merit it may possess to my friend 
\jsms, to whom it was sent in an extremely 
state ; and who, after some material improvem* 
published it in his "Tales of Wonder." 

The Battle of ScmjKicK.— l?^^e 77. 
These verses are a WleraX u«xv^\a.\:\oTv ^\ ^ « 
Swiss ballad upon live Bavv\^ ^^^^^^ 
9th July, 1386, being lYve WcVot^ >.>J ->--^ 




*slfflbli&hed their hidcppndencc ; the author, 

Tchudi, denominated the Soutcr, frani his 

Mon of n shoemaker. He was a. dtizcn of 

jme, estccniwi highly fintorg his country men » 

^h for his powtTs »is a JlUirUiSiit^ff^t or minsLrcI, 

id his coiimgp as a aotdicr ; so thnt he might share 

e praise conferred by Collins on j4£schylus, that — 

— *^Nf>t ahne he nursed the poet'i HamCi 

But reAch'd from \'irtue*s hand the patHot ft«tL 

The circumsUtnct: of Iheir heing wrUteu hj a poet 

uming from the wcil-foitglil fidd he deKriT^es, and 

which his country's forturtu ttas securt^d, nuiy 

^fcr on Tehudi's verses an i merest which they nnj 

entitled to ehvinx from their poetical merit. But 

Eld poetry, the more litcfally it is traiiilated. thi; 

V it 1f>&e$ its simphcity, without acqidring eUTier 

Q or strengtli ; and therefore some of the funits 

f wrsfS mtjst ]}v. imputed to the tmnslator's feel- 

t n thity to Iteep [\s closely as possibly to i>is 

'id. Tlie vatiotTS putis, nule nttempt? at pltM- 

', and disproporttoned episodes » must Ix: set 

to Tchudi's account, or to the taste of his age. 

military antiquary will derive some amusc- 

X)m the minute particulars which the martial 

s recorded. The mode in which the Austrjan 

arms received the charge of the Swiss, was by 

a phalanx, which they defended with their 

«s. The gallant W\t\V.e\m^» >N\vti ^aNsxRvoij^ 

fe by rushing among \V\e s^ea.xs» O^^ns^Vcv^^^^ 

? many as he cou\d gra^v^ ^^^ ^"^"^ "^"^"^^^ 



Archduke u» -. 

a;-anns," was slain in tne u»»^. 

the fiower of his chi\Tiln-. 

SvUscr prusi. — Paj 
All the Swiss clergy who were 
fought in this patriotic i^-ar. 

Han-cast U, — Page 
In the original, HasHHsUin, or 

The Austrian Lion, — 1 
A pun on the Archdukc^s name, 

TJUMouHtaitiBuXX.- 
A pun on the Urcs, or Vi3 
^**ffle io the Canton of Un- 
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The nobU Moringer, — Page 86. 

The original of these verses occurs in a collection 
of German popular songs, entitled, Sammlung 
Deutschen Volkslieder, Berlin, 1807, published by 
Messrs. Busching, and Von der Hagen, both, and 
more* especially the last, distinguished for their 
acquaintance with the ancient popular poetry and 
legendary history of Germany. 

In the German Editor's notice of the ballad, it is 
stated to have been extracted from a manuscript 
Chronicle of Nicolaus Thomann, chaplain to Saint 
Leonard in Weisenhom, which bears the date 1533 ; 
and the song is stated by the author to have been 
generally sung in the neighbourhood at that early 
period. Thomann, as quoted by the German Editor, 
seems faithfully to have believed the event he narrates. 
He quotes tomb-stones and obituaries to prove the 
existence of the personages of the ballad, and 
discovers that there actually died on the nth May, 
1349, a Lady Von Neuffen, Coimtess of Marstetten, 
who was, by birth, of the house of Moringer. This 
lady he supposes to have been Moringer's daughter, 
mentioned in the ballad. He quotes the same 
authority for the death of Berckhold Von Neuffen, in 
the same year. The editors, on the whole, seem to 
embrace the opinion of Professor Smith of Ulm, who, 
from the language of the ballad, asci\be,"& \V^ ^-axa n» 
the fifteenth century. 

The legend itself turns on an inddexATvoV ^^^^ 

to Germany, and which perYiaps was tvo\. ^'^'^^ 

Aappen in more instances tlian ot\e, v^^csew <^ ^ 



322 NOTES TO THE 

abode long in the Holy Land, and their disconsolate 
dames received no tidings of their fate. A story very ■ 
similar in circumstances, but without the miraculous 
machinery of Saint Thomas, is tol<\^ of one of the 
ancient Lords of Haigh-hall in Lancashire, the 
patrimonial inheritance of -the late Coimtess of 
Balcarras ; and the particulars are represented on 
stained glass upon a window in that ancient manor- 
house. 

Glen/inlas.^Page 107. 

" For them the viewless forms of air obey. 
Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair ; 

They know what spirit brews the stormful day. 
And heartless oft, like moody madness, stare. 

To see the phantom-train their secret work prepare." 

The simple tradition, upon which this ballad 
is founded, runs thus : While two Highland hunters 
were passing the night in a solitary dotAy, (a but, 
built for the purpose of hunting,) and making 
merry over their venison and whisky, one of them 
expressed a wish that they had pretty lasses to com- 
plete their party. The words were scarcely uttered, 
when two beautiful young women, habited in green, 
entered the hut, dancing and singing. One of the 
hunters was seduced by the siren who attached her- 
self particularly to him, lo leave the hut : the other 
remained, and, suspicious ol v\\fe ^sskt seducers, 
continued to play upon a iruTC\\>, ox^e.^'^V^ar^.'smR. 
train, consecrated to *<^ ^■"^^^^ ^^'^ll ^^s 
n^th came, and the te„.v«-^ v^--^-^- ^^ 
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ing in the forest, he found the bones of his unfor- 
tunate friend, who had been torn to pieces and 
devoured by the fiend into whose toils he had fallen. 
The place was from thence called the Glen of the 
Green Women. 

Glenfinlas is a tract of forest-ground, lying in the 
Highlands of Perthshire, not far from Callander, 
It was formerly a royal forest, and now belongs 
to the Earl of Moray. This country, as well as 
the adjacent district of Balquhidder, was, in times 
of yore, chiefly inhabited by the Macgregors. To 
the west of the forest of Glenfinlas lies Loch- 
Katrine, and its romantic avenue, called the Tros- 
sachs. Benledi, Benmore, and Benvoirlich, are 
mountains in the same district, and at no great 
distance from Glenfinlas. The river Teith passes 
Callander and the castle of Doune, and joins the 
Forth near Stirling. The Pass of Lenny is imme- 
diately above Callander, and is the principal access 
to the Highlands, from that town. Glenartney is a 
forest, near Benvoirlich. The whole forms a sublime 
tract of Alpine scenery. 

This ballad first appeared in the Tales of Wonder. 

O hon a r/>'.— Page 107. 
O hon a tie signifies— "Alas for the prince or c:\\\fc^" 

IVeiUan the Saxon widavn tell.— ^^^^ '^^^ ^ 
T&e term Sassenach, or Sanon. Ss ^W^^^^ ^^ 
Highlanders to their Low-Co\axitrV "nev^P^^^^ ^* ^ 
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Mini) bh^ed Lard Ronald's hcHafn-irei, — Page toB. 

The fires lighted by the Highlanders on the first of 
May, in compliance with a custom derivied from the 
Pagan times, are term^, Tke Beltane- Trte. it is a 
festival celebrated with various ^uperstilious riti 
both in the north of Scotland nnd in Wales. 



1 



Th€ tur's prQph$tk spirit Jbundt 6=f.— Page io8 
I can only describe the second siglil. by ndoptinf 
Dr Johnson's definition* who calls it " An impres- 
sion, either by the mind npon the eye, or by the e>5 
upon the mind< by which things distant and futm-L' 
nre perceived and seen as if ibey were present/' To 
which 1 would only add, that the spectral appear- 
nnces, thus presented, uii^ually presage misfortune ; 
that the faculty is painful to those who suppose they 
possess it ; and that they usually acquire it, while 
themselves under the pressure of melancholy. See 
above^ note to Lady of the Lake^ vol. iii. p. 341, 

Will good SL Oran's rnie ^nvail^-Ta^ m, 
St Omn was a friend and follower of St. Columba, 
And was. buried in Icolmkill. His pretensions to be 
a saint were rather dubious. According to the 
legend, he consented to be buried alive, in order to 
propitiate certain demons of the soil, who obstructed 
the attempts of CoVumba. Xo bwlld a chapel. Colura- 
ba caused the body oi"Vv\s irvexv^VoXie; ^>a.'^\is^,ii.Ct.er 
three days had elapsed; NvYvetv Ox^t^.x^xV^V^^^ 
and scandal of tlve ^ ^ ^^^,^^^ ;,^x.x>^^^ ^x:.v 
vas neither a Goci. o. y^ ^ 
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i no time to make further discoveries, for 
» caused the earth once more to be shovelled 
im with the utmost dispatch. The chapel. 
r, and the cemetery, was called Relig Ouran ; 

memory of his rigid celibacy, no female was 
ed to pay her devotions, or be buried, in that 

This is the rule alluded to in the poem. 

Their Tartans — Page 112. 
ms, i.e. the full Highland dress, made of the 
red stuff so termed. 

Pibroch. — Page 112. 
>ch, i.e. a piece of martial music, adapted to the 
nd bag-pipe. 

^r ice St. Fiilans powerful prayer.— l^AgQ 118. 
illan has given his name to many chapcLs, 
untains, &c. in Scotland. He was, according; 
nerarius, an Abbot of Pittenween, in Fife ; 
hich situation he retired, and died a hermit in 
ds of Glenorchy, a.d. 649. While engaged 
scribing the Scriptures, his left hand was ob- 
to send forth such a splendour, as to afford 
5 that with which he wrote ; a miracle which 
many candles to the convent, as St. Fillan 
■> spend whole nights iu U\iM ^i^vxtvifc. 'KV^ 
/,i/juary was dedkaled Vo V\\\s sv\\\\\. v^\^ \\v,v 
»<• to KilfiUan. in Rcwkev;, vw-vC^^^-' ^^^^"^^^"^^ 
^•n<I, \n Fife. \.cs\on. \\V». 1« ^^'^'^'^ "^^^ 



I 

I 
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Robert the Bruce was possessed of Fillan's miiacti- 
lous and lumiaous arm, which lie mclQscd in a silver 
aivrinc, and had it cairied at the head of his armyn 
Previous lo the battle of Banflockbum the king's 
chaplain, a iTKin of little faith, abstracted the relie^ 
and deposlied it in some place of securityp kst E|r^ 
shotild fall into the hands of the Enghsh. Butbt. 
v^hile Robert was addressing his prajj^ets to the etnpij'j 
casket, it was observed to open and shut suddenly |; 
and^ on inspection, the saint wa^ found to havehua- 
setf deposited his arm m the shrine, as an assurance 
of victory. Such is the tale of Lesley. But though 
Bruce little needed tliai the arm of ^t. FilLan should 
assist his own, he dedicated to him, in gratitude, a 
priory at KilUn, upon Loch Tay- 

In the Scots Magazine for July, i8oa, there U a 
copy of a very curious crown gfrant. dated nth July, 
1+67, by which James 11 L confirms to Malice Doire, 
an Inhabitant of Strathfiilaj), in Perthshire, the peac«^ 
abte exercise and enjoyment of a relic of iSl. lilhn, 
being apparently the head of a pastoral staff called 
the Quegricb, which he and his predecessors are said 
to have possessed since the days of Robert Bruce. 
As the Quegrich was used to cure diseases, this docu- 
ment is probably the most ancient patent ever 
granted for a quack medicine. The ingenious cor- 
respondent, by whom ills i\mv\shed, farther observes, 
that additional particulars, coTvcexmiv^ "^jV. ^^^axv, ^\& 
10 be found in BALLEND^;^'^Bocce,^^V^AOc.. 

CCA'///., and in PeNNAnt s 
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The Eve ofSL J^ok»,^PsLge 121. 
Smaylho'me, or Smallholm Tower, the scene of 
the ballad, is situated on the northern boundary 
of Roxburghshire, among a cluster of wild rocks, 
called Sandiknowcrags, the property of Hugh Scott, 
Esq. of Harden [afterwards Lord Polwarth]. Tlie 
tower is a high square building, surrounded by 
an outer wall, now ruinous. The circuit of the outer 
court, being defended on three sides, by a precipice 
and morass, is accessible only from the west, by a 
steep and rocky path. The apartments, as is usual 
in a Border keep, or fortress, are placed one above 
another, and communicate by a narrow stair ; on the 
roof are two bartizans, or platforms, for defence or 
pleasure. The inner door of the tower is wood, the 
outer an iron gate ; the distance between them being 
nine feet, the thickness, namely, of the wall. I'roni 
the elevated situation of Smaylho'me Tower, it is 
seen many miles in every direction. Among the 
crags by which it is surrounded, one, more eminent, 
is called the Watchfold, and is said to have been the 
station of a beacon, in the times of war with Enc^- 
land. Without the tower-court is a ruined chapel. 
Brotherstone is a heath, in the neighbourliood of 
Smaylho'me Tower. 

This ballad was first printed in Mr. Lkwis's Talc 

of Wonder. The catastrophe of the tale k Covivvd<i' 

upon a well-known Irish lrad\Uo\\. Wxxs •^"^^'' 

fortress and its vicinity formed \\\e ^ccw"i 0*= 

editor's infancy, and seemed Vo c\a\x\\ ^xov^ ^^" 

attempt to celebrate them \n o. \ioYO.ex ^^^"^^^ 
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$ forces bdiind it, upon a. piece of low flat 

nd, called Ptitiier-lieLtgh, or Paaicl-hcugti, The 

B horses being sent to an emiiicfice tri ili^ir Tctir^ 

mxed (0 the Engli&h to be the mdn bod^ of the 

&, m the net of Hfgbt. Under this pcrstinbLon, 

•CTSS AVkd Latouti hurried precipitately forward » ain!, 

ving Ascended the hill, which their foes hud 

andoncdi wer^ no less disniaycd thi^tn astonished, 

find the plmlunx of ScoClish spmrmen dravvn up, 

firm nrmy, upoti the flat ground below» rhi^ 

ots tn their turn bccnme iht* EtssiAltants, A heron. 

ised from the mar^hcti by the tumult, soared avvay 

wixt the encountering armies i ''01" extlitinnxi 

^s, '^Mhi«;t I had here my white goss-h^wk, tlint 

mijjhl tk\[ yoke at otvcu I "— God&croft, The 

*}iiht breathless and fatigued, ha\dn^ the seltiug 

*Lnd wind full in their faces, were unable to 

stand the resolute aud desperate chargti of t'^c 

tish lanc«s* No sooner had they begun to 

r* than thf ir own ^lies, the assured borderirrs, 

bad been w;^jilhv^ *]v '■■\-''-a\. ihT"\\ r-\'\(^ ihi-iv 

rosses, and, joining their countrymen, made a 

merciless slaughter among the English fugi- 

the pursuers calling upon each other to 

tmber Broomhouse T* — I^esley, p. 478. In 

tie fell Lord Evers, and his son, together with 

an Latoun. and 800 Englishmen, many of 

vere persons of rank. A tho\iss\3\d\kTvvsK«x'ts 

Ven. Among these v^as a. v^VY\n!C\c. ^^«^^^^ 

'on, Read by name, >w\vo, \va.NV«i. ^^;^^^; 

refused to pay 'h\s poixXoxv o^ ^"^^ 



i'*, 




nrcft TO ^^^ ^^ 

i^iUigh li*' ^"™ ,ve tow" al 




a ftim ift Dry^urgk ^Mr»— Page r33. 
imstance of llie nun, " who never saw the 
iay," la not entirply imagitmry. Abont fifty years 
^Hgo* [jSojJ an unfortunate fpninle wanderer took np 
wh^v residence in a, dark vnult* among the ruins <>f 
iBryburgh Abbey, whicb, dufing the day, she nevLT 
I quitted. When night HI, she issued from this 
^^ miserable habltjttion^ and went to the house of Mr. 
Hallburton of Newm^iiiia, the editor's grent-j^rnnd- 
fnther^ or to that of Mr, Erskine of ,Shei]fu'Ul, l^vo 
genilemen of the ne ighbourhood . Fro m I he i r t: h a ri I y , 
She obtained such nccesajiries aa she could lie pre- 
vailed upon to accept. At ivvelvc, ciic^h nij^'^ht, she 
lighted her candle, ^md returned to her vaults assur- 
ing her friendly neighbours, that, during her ahsrnce, 
her hAbimtJon was arranged by a spirit, xxi whsmi she 
gave the uncotith name of Fatli^s ; doscrihinj^^ hiin 
%% a iittifi nian, wc'aring; heavy iron ^hoes, uidi which 
he tmniiplod the clay floor of the vi:iull» lo di^pd tin? 
diim|ii. 'V\\\s i;iicnriislancc eaii^i^l Ikr to Ix^ le- 
ga^dfJd^ by the wdl 'informed, witli conipiission, wa 
deranged in licr understanding ; nnd by iIk- vulgntr, 
with some degree of terror* TTic cLiufie uf hor 
adopting this cKiraordinary tnode of life she would 
nt'ver explain* It was, however, Iwlievi il tn have 
been occasioned by a vow, thatf iliirijij^ ihe ahsL^iiLV 
of a man lo whom she was aitachi'd, slu^ ui^nld iievrr 
look upon the sun. Her lovtir W-V^^t vka^ww^vS. W^ 
feil during the civil war ot 17.^^^, vmiuV Aw tn^'^ 
marc would behoid the light of A^v^ . 
'^hc lauJt, or tntbcr dun^ei^n, \av ^^^ut\^ ^^^^ ' 
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tunate woman lived and died, pas 
name of the supernatural being, with 
was tenanted by her distmrbed ima^ 
of the neighbouring peasants dare eo 

Cadyow CastU. — P^ige i 

ADDRESSED TO THE SIGHT HO 

LADY ANNE HAMIL*] 

BY THE EDITOR. 

The ruins of Cadyow, or Cad 
ancient baronial residence of the far 
are situated upon the precipitous ? 
Evan, about two miles above its 
Clyde. It was dismantled, in the 
Civil Wars, during the reign o 
Mary, to whose cause the hous« 
voted themselves with a generou 
sioned their temporary obscurit} 
their total ruin. The situation 
bosomed in wood, darkened t 
shrubs, and overhanging the 
romantic in the highest degree 
vicinity of Cadyow is a grove 
remains of the Caledonian F( 
extended through the south 
eastern to the Atlantic Oceat^ 
measure twenty -fi\e feet, an 
fcrence ; and the state of df 
----^,. ^hnws that they ma 
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Druids, llie whole scenery h iiitludcd \n the 

iLfiocfH and extensive paxk of the Dtike of 

jnilton. There was long preserved in this forest 

£ breed of the Scottiiih \^ild cattlt, until their 
arocity osxasioncd their being extirpatecU about forty 
rears ago [iSjo]. Their nxipearaitce way beautiful, 
lejtig milk-white, with black muiJElcs, horns, jind 
.loofs. The balls are described by ancient authors 
h% having white mauea ; but those of Latter d^iyB had 
lost that peculiarity, perhaps by inienulxtitrc ^vith 
the tame breedn * 

In detailing the death of the Regent Mumy, 
which iA made the subject of the following; ballad, it 
would be injustice to my reader 10 use other words 
thau tho^ of Dr. Robertson, whose account of tViat 
memomble event forms a bmutfrtd piece of histor- 
ical p^intini^. 

" Hamilton of Bothwellhciugh was the person who 
eomrinilted this barbarous nctioii. He had been con- 
demried 10 dcatli soon after the battle of U^ngside, 
a$ we have already related, and owed his life to the 
Regent's clemency* But part of his esiate had been 
bestowed upon one of the Regent's favouritts {Sir 
James Etellenden, Lord Jiislice'Clcrk}^ who seized Ins 
house and turned out his wife, naked in a ci^^ld 
night, into the open fields, where, before next iiioni- 
ing, she became furiously mad. This injury made a 
deeper impression on him than the benefit he; had 

• They were formerly kept m l\ve v«^xV ^^ \^x\^vc^^^^^^^^^ 
MndarestiUtobe seen at Ch\\Vm«\vt^TW C^s\\t. ^^^^^^^^''^'^'^' 
berhmd. 
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recaved, and from that moment he vowed to be i 
vcngtd of the regent. Party rage strengthened i 
iDflamed his private resentment. His kinsmen, 1 
Hamiltotis, applauded the enterprize. The ma 
of that age justified the most desperate com^ Ite 
could iak« to obtain vengeance. He followed the 
regent for lome time, and watched for an oppor- 
tunity to strike the blow. He resolved^ at last, to 
wait till his enemy should attive at Linlithgow, 
through which he was to pass^ in his way from Stir- 
ling to Edinburgh. He took his stand in a wooden 
gallery, which had a window towards the street; 
spread a feaihcr-bed on the floor, to hinder the noise 
of his feet from being heard ; hung up a black cloth 
behind him, that his shadow might not be observed 
from without \ and, after all this preparation, calmly 
expected the regents approach, who had lodged, 
during the night, in b. house not far distant. Some 
indistinct information of the danger which threatened 
him had been conveyed to the regent, and he paid so 
much regard to it, that he resolved to return by the 
same gate through which be had entered, and to fetch 
a compass round the town. But, as the crOwd about 
the gate was great, and he himself unacquainted with 
fear, he proceeded directly along the street ; and the 
throng of people obliging him to move very slowly, 
gave the assassin. l\me Xo lake so true an aim, that he 
shot him, with a s\ng\e\iu\\e\.,Vraavx^^^Vy«^^^^art 
of his bellv. and k\V\ed l\ie Vvotse ol ^ ^^Tv^0.^xscas.>^^ 

rode on ^^^/^^%^^^,o^eYvo>^,-W..x>..^ 
dcavoured to breavt w^ 
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; but they found the door strongly barri- 
I, before it could be forced open, Hamilton 
ted a fleet horse, which stood ready for him 
Missage, and was got far beyond their reach. 
It died the same night of his wound."— 
^Scotland, book v. 

llhaugh rode straight to I^Iamilton. where 
iceived in triumph ; for the ashes of the 
Clydesdale, which had been burned by 
army, were yet smoking ; and party preju- 
labits of the age, and the enormity of the 
>n, seemed to his kinsmen, to justify his 
ter a short abode at Hamilton, this fierce 
mined man left Scotland, and served in 
nder the patronage of the family of Guise, 
he was doubtless recommended by having 
he cause of their niece, Queen Mary, upon 
teful brother. De Thou has recorded, that 
>t was made to engage him to assassinate 
e Coligni, the famous admiral of Prance, 
)ucklcr of the Huguenot cause. But the 
of Bothwellhaugh was mistaken. He was 
lary trader in blood, and rejected the offer 
;mpt and indignation. He had no autho- 
aid, from Scotland, to commit murders in 
;ic had avenged his own just quarrel, but he 
ither, for price nor prayer, avenge that of 
lan. — Thuanus, ca\i. ;\6. 
flit's death happeued ^•>,xi\ '^^xvv^v^ , ^^^^ 
udeil or stigmaU/A-vX. X^'^ cowV-^^wV^^^^^^ . 
cording to their icVv&vows <^^ v^'^^'i 
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dices. The triumph of Blackwood is unbounded 
He not only extols the pious feat of Bothwellhaugh, 
" who/' he observes, " satisfied, with a single ounce 
of lead, him, whose sacrilegious avarice had stripped 
the metropolitan church of St. Andrews of its cover- 
ing ; " but he ascribes it to inunediate divine inspira- 
tion, and the escape of Hamilton to little less than the 
miraculous interfterence of the Deity.— Jebb, voL il p. 
263. With equal injustice, it was, by others, made 
the ground of a general national reflection ; for, when 
Mather urged Bemey to assassinate Burleigh, and 
quoted the examples of Poltrot and Bothwellhaugh, 
the other conspirator answered, " that neyther Pol- 
trot nor Hambleton did attempt their enterpryse, 
without some reason or consideration to lead them to 
it ; as the one, by hyre, and promise of preferment 
or rcN^-arde ; the other, upon desperate mind of 
revenge, for a lyttle wrong done unto him, as the 
report goethe, accordinge to the vyle trayterous 
dysposysyon of the hoole natyon of the Scottes."— 
Murdin's State Papers, vol. i. p. 197. 

First of his troop, the Chief rode on. — Page 135. 

The head of the family of Hamilton, at this period, 

was James, Earl of Arran, Duke of Chatelherault, in 

France, and first peer of the Scottish realm. In 

i^Sg, he was appointed by Queen Mary her lieu- 

tenant-gentTzS. in Scot\aivd, uiv^et \.\v^ ^vagular title of 

her adopted father. 

Sound the pry se.-'^^^'^'^^^ 
Pryse, r.e. the note blownal x^e ^^-vV.l vV.^ 
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Stem Claud replied with darkening /ace, 
. (Grey PasUy's haughty lord was he.) — Page 137. 
Lord Claud Hamilton, second son of the Duke of 
Chatelherault, and commendator of the Abbey of 
Paisley, acted a distinguished part during the 
troubles of Queen Mary's reign, and remained unal- 
terably attached to the cause of that unfortunate 
princess. He led the van of her army at the fatal 
battle of Langside, and was one of the commanders 
at the Raid of Stirling, which had so nearly given 
complete success to the Queen's faction, He was 
ancestor of the present Duke of Abercom. 

Whose bloody poniard* s frantic stroke 
Drives to the leap his jaded steed,^ra.gQ 138. 
Birrel informs us, that Bothwellhaugh, being closely 
pursued, "after that spur and wand had failed him, 
he drew forth his dagger, and strocke his horse 
behind, whilk caused the horse to leap a very brodc 
stanke {i.e, ditch,) by whilk means he escapit, and 
gat away from all the rest of the horses."— Birrel's 
Diary, p. i8. 

5^//(?.— Page 139. 
Sclle, i.e. saddle. A word used by Spenser, and 
other ancient authors. 

/'"rom the iviid Border s humbled side, 
/u Aau^A/y triumph marched he— Vv\?,^ ^^'^ 
Murray's death took place shorUv tv^vcx v\w ^^N 
t/on to the Border*;. 
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KVM imckbiti hcnt, my secret stand. — ^Fage 141X 
Hackbut bent, i.e* gun cock'd. The carbine, with 
which the regent was shot, is presen-ed at Hamilton 
palace. It is a brass piece, of a middling lengthy very 
smaU in the bore, and, what is rather cxiraordifiaiy, 
appears to have been rifled or indented in the barrel. 
It bad a match-lock, for which a modem firdodc has 
been injudiciously substituted. 

Dark Mortm, girt with many a jr/etfr.— Page 140. 

Of this noted person, 11 h enough to say, that lie 
was active in the murder of David Rksio^ and at 
least privy to that of Darnley. 

TAe wt'id Maffarianei* piufded claff.~Pa^ 140. 
Tliis cUn of Lennox Highlanders were attached to 
the regent Murray. Holinshed, speaking of the 
battle of Langstde. says. " In this Imtayle the vali- 
aticie of an heiland gentleman ^ named Macfarhne, 
stood the regent's part in great steede ; for, in tie 
honest bnirtlc of the fighte, he came up with two 
hundred of his friendes and coutitrymen, and so man- 
fully gave in upon the flunks of the queea*s people 
that he was a greU cause of the disordering of ihem. ■ 
This MacfarLine had been lately before* as I have I 
heard, condemned to dic^ for some outnige by him | 
comwitted, and oblayning pardon through suyte 
of the Countess of Muitav , \v^ x^toTw^wacd that 
clemencie by this piece oi seMc^xvosN ^vv\C\^\».\aciV: 
Ca/derwood's account is \ess i^No>rt^>^\^vo vV^"^^^^ 
farlancs. He states t^^^t *• U.c^vvx^..., x.x^V X. 
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llgUlftndmcn, fled from the wing where they were 
a^t* Tht* Ijord Lindsay, who stood ncnresi lo I hem 
in the fcgcut^s battle, said. ' Let ihem gu [ J shall fill 
their place betttT ^ ' and so^ stepping forwuril, with a 
COnip^n)^ of fresh men. ehargeti the enemy whose 
Sp€«tr$ WQte now spciU, with long weapons, ^o that 
ihtiy were driven back by Force* being btjffjre alnTost 
overthrown by the avannt-guard aud biirciUL^buaM:rs, 
and so warv turned to flight."— Caldemwoom s M.S. 
fffiiid K.E1TU, p. 4S0, Melville aieniions the flii^ht of 
the van guard, but stales it to have been comn^:\nd<Hl 
by Morton, and composed chiefly of commoncTS of 
the barony of Rcnfrt^v. 

OAs^tttotij tit thiit* Hegfnt's m«*— Paj^i* 140. 
T!ie VjxfX of Glenc^virn was a steady adherent of the 
regent. George Douglas of Parkhead wns n natural 
brother of the Ear! of Morton, whose horac waa 
killed by the same ball by which Murray felL 

AnJ Aijj^^iiri/ limisix/s iron ty^t 

T-; ' ^,i' ftit't Miity i>.'trp itt lutiti.^VAii,^' 140* 

Lord Lindsay, of the Byres, was the most ferocious 
and brutal of the regent's faction, and, as such, was 
employed to extort Mary's signature to the deed of 
resignation presented to her in Lochleven Castl(\ He 
discharged his commission with the most s;uaL!^e 
rigour ; and it is even said, that wUqw vVw; xwc^^xw^i 



\ C\V 



:^ \n.VN\X\. 



xoS. 



captive, in the act of sigmng, aNwXcv\ \\v 
the fatal deed, he pinched bet atrcv n\\\.\\ v\^^ vc^^^^"^ 
A/s iron glove. 



.N.» f.cst' me mtnio/is crowata ntgn,- 
Not only had the regent notice of 
..-.t'-mpt upon his life, hut e\en of tl 
:roni which it \^-as threatened. With tl 
.i: which men wonder, after such ever 
\- p.ed. he deemed it would be a suffici< 
I > ride briskly past the dangerous sp 
I Lis was prevented by the crowd : so t 
':. lugh had lime to take a deliberate ai 
^- L-c'L^K. p. 233. Buchanan. 

The Gray Brother. — Page i. 
IIic imperfect state of this ballac 
written several years ago, is not a 
affected for the purpose of giving it 
interest, which is often found to arise 
r.od curiosity. On the contrary, it wa 
intention to have completed the tale, if 
himself able to succeed to his own 
Yielding to the opinion of persons, whc 
if not biassed by the partiality of friendsl 
t'j deference, the editor has preferred ii 
MTses as a fragment, to his intentio 
'uppressing them. 

The tradition, upon which the tale 

r.'i,Mrds a house upon the barony of Gi 

L:isfi\viu\o, in Mid-lx)l\V\vxw. 'Y\\\s bi 

r.iUcd Gilnwrion (irangc. nvas ofv^ 

fUiriulnh, from the* foWowing u^ft^c^^ 

' w /n- of C.UmnU^u ht^V^ngoA. o^ x' 
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man named Heron, who had one beautiful daughter. 
This young lady was seduced by the Abbot of New- 
battle, a richly endowed abbey, upon the banks of 
the South Esk, now a seat of the Marquis of Lothian. 
Heron came to the knowledge of this circumstance. 
and learned also, that the lovers carried on their 
guilty intercourse by the connivance of the lady's 
nurse, who lived at this house of Gilmerton Grange, 
or Burndale. He formed a resolution of bloody 
vengeance, undeterred by the supposed sanctity of 
the clerical character, or by the stronger claims of 
natural affection. Choosing, therefore, a dark and 
windy night, when the objects of his vengeance were 
engaged in a stolen interview, he set fire to a stack o^ 
dried thorns, and other combustibles, which he had 
caused to be piled against the house, and reduced to 
a pile of glowing ashes the dwelling, with all its 
inmates. 

The scene with which the ballad opens, was sug- 
gested by the following curious passage, extracted 
from the Life of Alexander Peden, one of the wan- 
dering and persecuted teachers of the sect of Came- 
roniansy during the reign of Charles II. and his 
successor, James. This person was supposed by his 
followers, and, perhaps, really believed himself, to be 
possessed of supernatural gifts ; for the wild scenes 
which they frequented, and the constant d^vv<^<ix<^ 
which were incurred through \.\\e\T ^ixo^vixx^-cvsivs 
deepened upon their minds the gVoowx oS. swv*^^" 
tion, so general in that age. 
"About the same time he (PedciVj cix\\\vi '^^ ^"^"^ 
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NoTm.ind's house, in the parish of Alloway, in the 
sMrtr of A>T, being to preach at night in his bam. 
After he came in, he halted a little, leaning upon a 
cliA.r-Kick. with his face covered ; when he lifted up 
lv:> he^id. he said, ' There are in this house that I 
hA\c not one «x>rd of sal\-ation unto ; ' he halted a 
"'.tiie ai;tiin, sa>ing, 'This is strange, that the dcN-il 
V ill not go out, that we niay b^in our work ! ' Then 
iherc wus a «x>inan m-ent out, ill-looked upon almost 
aV. her life, and to her dying hour, for a >%'itch, with 
iv.any presumptions of the same. It escaped me, in 
t>.e former passages, that John Muirhead (whom I 
V„i\-e ouen mentioned) told me, that when he came 
::\^;n Ireland to Galloway, he u-as at family-worship, 
,;:^.vi jr^ini; some notes upon the Scripture, when a 
\ or> r.i-iot^king man came, and sat down within the 
v.v^v^r. at the back of the kalian, (partition of the 
v\ tt.-.ce :^ immetiiately he halted, and said, * There 
> some unhappy body just now come into this 
: o.:5i\ I char^^ him to go out, and not stop my 
..V u:':: The person vccuX. out, and he insisted 
>.:.: or..' yet he s;iw him neither come in nor go 
v.;:. ."'v / /.v an J Pr.^phti'ics of Mr, Alexander 
/ . ... :. .'.::,• .\.':Kisttr of the Gospd at Xeiv Glenluce, 
. : V .,■.,,:. .;v. Tart 11. ^^ 26. 

/'.'■.•'; tk.zt fcir dome, ichcrc suit is paid 

rhc hnonv of PenuvcukV, xVe ^to^tv-j ^\ ^\\ 
cv^r-c^ C Icrk.' Bart. , is held bv a s\tvgaVvx ^«^>^;;^ 
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itBed the Budcstane^ and wind three bksts 
, when the King shall oome to hunt on 
|h Muir, near Edinborgfa. Henoe, the 
s adopted, as their crest, a demi-ibrester 
KUng a horn, with the motto, Jtu ftr a 
e beautifiil mansion-house of Pennyaiick 
mired, both on accomit of the architectnre 
ndhig scenery. 

r not MthrilUi beed^ gr9ve,^'?9t^ 147. 
Castle, the seat of the Right Honourable 
[lie, to whom it gives the title of Viscount, 
lUy situated upon the Eslc, near Lass- 

nd Roslim's rochy glen^ — Page Z47. 
s of Roslin Castle, the baronial residence 
»t fomUy of St. Clair. The Gothic diapel, 
still in beautiful pr e se r v ation, with the 
nd woody dell in which they are situated, 
he Right Honourable the Eaii of Roslin, 
itative of the former Lords of Roslin. 

M, which all the virtues A^tv.— Page 147. 
ige and castle of Dalkeith belonged, of 
famous Earl of Morton, but is now the 
f the noble family of Buccleuch. The 
ds along the Esk, which is there joined 
• stream, of the same uaxsA. 

f classic Hawthorn d<n— ^^^ "^-M • 
»den, the rcsidetic^ o^ ^^ "^"^"^ 
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mond. A house, of more modem date, is enclosed, 
as it were, by the ruins of the andoit castle, and 
overhangs a tremendous precipice, upon the banks 
of the £sk. perforated by winding caves, which, in 
former times, formed a refuge to the oppressed pat- 
riots of Scotland. Here Driunmond received Ben 
Jonson, who journeyed from London, on foot, in 
order to visit him. The beauty of this striking scene 
has been much injured, of late years, by the indis- 
criminate use of the axe. The traveller now looks in 
vain for the leafy bower, 

" Where Jonson sat in Drummond's social shade.** 

Upon the whole, tracmg the Esk. from its source, 
till it joins the sea, at Musselburgh, no stream in 
Scotland can boast such a varied succession of the 
most interesting objects, as well as of the most 
romantic and beautiful scenery. 

Hellvellyn, —Page 151. 
In the spring of 1805, a youAg gentleman of 
talents, and of a most amiable disposition, perished 
by losing his way on the mountain Hellvellyn. His 
remains were not discovered till three months after- 
wards, when they were found guarded by a faithful 
/errier-bitch, his constant attendant during frequent 
solitary rambles IhrougVi \Y« wlds of Cumberland 
and lyestmoreland. 

TAe Maid of iVeidi>atH.-V^?.^^^%. 

There is a tradition m 
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leidpath Castle, near Peebles, was inhabited by the 
£arls of March, a mutual passion subsisted between 
a daughter of that noble family, and a son of the 
Laird of Tushielaw, in Ettrick Forest. As the al- 
liance was thought unsuitable by her parents, the 
young man went abroad. During his absence, the 
lady fell into a consumption ; and at length, as the 
only means of saving her life, her father consented 
that hex lover should be recalled. On the day when 
he was expected to pass through Peebles, on the road 
to Tushielaw, the young lady, though much ex- 
hausted, caused herself to be carried to the balcony 
of a house in Peebles, belonging to the family, that 
she might see him as he rode past. Her anxiety and 
eagerness gave such force to her organs, that she is 
said to have distinguished his horse's footsteps at an 
incredible distance. But Tushielaw, unprepared for 
the change in her appearance, and not expecting to 
see her in that place, rode on without recognizing 
her, or even slackening his pace. The lady was un- 
able to support the shock, and, after a short struggle, 
died in the arms of her attendants. There is an in- 
cident, similar to this traditional tale in Count Hamil- 
ton's •• Fleur d'Epine." 

Farewell to Afackenxie, High Chief of KintaiL— 

Page 167. 
The original verses are aTraxv^'t^ ^<:> «^. ^Q<^.■^^i^o5vNJ 
Gaelic air, of which the c\\orv\s \s tv^v^^"^ "^^."^ 
double pull upon the oars oi a ^aWe^, ^w^^^ 
therefore distinct from lY\e orditvai^ \oxx^vv>s»x " 
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tg^&r's G<t/A*n#/.— Page 175^ 

Vfctaes are a^aptwl to ti vety svildn yet livi 

tig -tuner, itscd by the MncGregors. T 

treaimcnt of this Clan^ llieir Quikuvry, and 1 

iption of theif very nnmOj arc nl]i3(J<!d to in 1 



/ 



MuckHm mitt's LmntHt. — Pago 178. 
Mflckrimmofii hercdiUry piper to the I.nird 
Mnctcodn Us ssiid to Iieivc convposcd thts I^imtfnt wli 
the neicv was about to dt-part upon a disiatU a 
diiiig«?roiis tkpediticm. The Minstrel was impress 
with tt belief, whjcti the event verified, that he was 
be sliiri ia the approaching feud ; smd hence t 
Gatljc words> " Cht^ tUl mi iHtik ; j;vr/ thiHis J/« 
Uiidt ckit (Hi jUiickrimmoHt'" " 1 .shnll nevLir rctur 
id though Macl*!od rctuiiis, yet Matkrininioii sli 
never rt'lum I " Tht^ piece h but too well knov 
from its Mng the? stmiu with which ihe emigrai 
from did West Highlands and lale-s usually ta 
lea vie of their itatJve shyne, 

£hft4jM Gj/rif.— Page j3r. 
Cnird sign 111 e^s iinki.-r. 

TAi Ahftki iif ilan]*ftrj mtutrh. — Page \Bj. 

Ethclfrid^ or Otfrid, King of North umberlai 

having besieged Cheuter m 613. and lirockraael 

Briiisb Prince, ndvandng ua Ti:\\c>Jt\\.,CicHfe'*^^\"^^ 

&f tht; iie(gIi»JouriiJg iUOVia&V4:TC^ o^ \^^^^^'t ^' 

lit proct*$sion, 10 pray tot the ^nccc^^Q^ '^^^'^ * 
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men. But the British being totally defeated, the 
heathen victor put the monks to the sword, and 
destroyed their monastery. The tune to which these 
verses are adapted, is called the Monk's March, and 
is supposed to have been played at their ill-omened 
procession. 

LongrecalVd the woful march. — Page 189. 
William of Malmsbury says, that in his time th( 
extent of the ruins of the monastery bore ampl< 
witness to the desolation occasioned by tb< 
massacre ; — '* tot semiruti parietes ecclesianun, to 
anfractus porticum, tanta turba ruderum quantun 
vix alibi cemas." 

Alwyn. — Page 191. 

Alwyn, the seat of the Lord Somerville ; now, alas 

untenanted, by the lamented death of that kind an( 

hospitable nobleman, the author's nearest neighbou 

and intimate friend. 

Ashestlel. —Page 191. 
Ashcstiel, the poet's residence at that time. 

Like a burst of the sun, &c. — Page 197. 
In ancient Irish poetry, the standard of Fion, 
Fingal, is called the Su?i-burst, an epithet feebl; 
rendered by the Sun-beam of Macpherson. 

This War-Song was wtiuexv ^mtvw^ vVt ^^-^x^^ 
^ion of an invasion. TYve ^^^\ ^^ . ^^-^:;'^ 
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f of gentlemen, mounicd aod amied at liidr 

Cipcnae* The nobJe and qon^titutionol measurt? 

pi\ng freemen in defence of their own righti^, was 

h^rc more iEucce^sful Lh^n in Edinburgh which 

il&hed a force of 3000 armed ^nd disciplined voluii- 

% including a tegiment of cavalry, from the city 

1 county^ flnd two corps of atlillery, each capable 

serving IwcUt guns. To such a force above all 

.icrs, might, in similar circMmstanccs, be appbetl 

e exhorutJon of our ancient Galgacus : *' Pn^ftn/t: 

uH in adfm, ef mapnt vtitrm et posUr^i c^ifuk." 

Tht i-fd iimf d/ut, — Rige ao8, 
The Royal colours* 

O / had th^ miitk^d the a%*eHgimg calf 
Thtir drttht^Rs mufder gave. — P^ge 209. 

The allusion i;* to the massiicreof the Swiss guards, 
Dn (he fatal lotb August, 1793. It is painful but 
not useless, to remark, that tlie passive tempt-T \\\v\\ 
which the Sw^iss regarded ihc death of their bravest 
[;oumrymen, mercilessly slaughtered in discha.rge of 
their duty^ fincouraged luid authorized the progressivt^ 
injustice, by which the AIps^ onco the wii.\. of the 
most virtuous and free people upon the continent, 
liave, at length, been converted into the citadel of a 
foreign and military despot [i8ia]. 

A slate degraded is half enslaved. 

r/ia Last IVords of Cadaoalloii .— V .v^-^ '^^^ 
77jere is a tradition l\\tv\. D^^^'^O^ ^ O Axx-^i" 
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famous Wdch Bard, being on his death-bed, called 
for his harp, and composed the sweet melancholy air 
to which these verses are united, requesting that it 
might be perfonned at his funeral. 

The spectre vnth his bloody hand. — Page 217. 
The forest of Glenmore is haunted by a spirit called 
Lhamdearg, or Red-hand. 

Loncarty, — Page 217. 
Where the Norw^fian invader of Scotland received 
two bloody defeats. 

Coilgach, — Page 218. 

The Galgacus of Tacitus. 

Noras Vow. — Page 220. 

In the original Gaelic, the lady makes protestations 
that she >*ill not go with the Red Earl's son until the 
swan should build in the cliff, and the eagle in the 
lake— until one mountain should change places with 
another, and so forth. It is but fair to add, that 
there is no authority for supposing that she altered 
her mind— except the vehemence of her protestation. 

The Norman Horse-Shoe. — Page 222. 
The Welch, inhabiting a mountainous country, 
and possessing only an inferior breed of horses, were 
usually unable to encounter the shock of the Anglo- 
Norman cavalry. Occasionally, however, they were 
successfvX in repelling l"he iivvaders ; and the verses 
<^ re supposed to celebralc a dd«v\.ol Oax^,Y;&xlof 
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Striguil and Pembroke, and of Nevilh 
Chepstow, Lords-Marchers of Mon 
Rhymny is a stream which divides the 
Monmouthshire and Glamorgan : Caerphil 
of the supposed battle-field, is a vale upon 
dignified by the ruins of a very ancient cast 

Romance of Dunois. — Page 238. 
The original of this little Romance makes 
manuscript collection of French Songs, \ 
compiled by some young officer, which was 1 
the Field of Waterloo, so much stained with < 
with blood, as sufficiently to indicate what h; 
the fate of its late owner. The song is pop 
France, and is rather a good specimen of the 1 
composition to which it belongs. The transla 
itrictly literal. 
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